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STarTE of Love, 


OR, 
The Senſes Feſtival. 


Saw a Viſion yeſternight 
Enough to tempt a Seekers fight : 


I wiſht my ſelf a Shaker there , 
And herquick pulſe my trembling ſphear. 

It was a She (o glittering bright : 

You'd think her ſoul an Adamite, 

A perſon of fo rare a frame, 

Her bodie might be lin'd with' ſame. 

Beauties chiefelt Maid of Honour : 

You'd break a Lent with looking on her, 
Not the fair Abbeſs of the skies, 
Withall her Nunnery of eyes , 

Can (hew me ſuch a glorious prize. 
And yet, becauſe 'c is more renown 
| To makea ſhadow ſhine, ſhe's brown 
A brown, for which, Heayen would disbatid 
The Gallaxye, and ſtars be tann'd, 
| Brown by refleQion , as her eye 


Dazels the Summers liyery. 
_— Old 


a POEMS. 
Old dormant windows muſt confeſle , 
Her beams their glimmering ſpeRacles ; 
Struck with the ſplendour of her face, 
Doth' office of a burning-glaſs. 


Now, where {uch radiant lights have ſhown, 


No wonder ifher cheeks be grown 
Sun-burnt with luſtre of her own. 
My (ight took pay, but (thank my charms) 
Inowempale her in mine arms , 
Loves Compaſſes ) confining you 
ood Angels, to a Compals too. 
Is not the Univerſe Rrait-lac'c , 
When I can claſp it in the Waſte ? 
, 'My amorous toulds about thee hurl'd , 
With Drake, I compals in the world. 
I hoop the Firmament, and make ; 
This my Embrace the Zodiack. 
How would thy Center take my Senſe, 
When Admiration doth commenie , 
At the extream Circumference, 
Now to the melting kils that fips 
The jelly'd Philtre of her lips 
So {weet, there is no tongue can phras' , 
Till traniubſtantiate with a taſte, 
Infpir'd like Mabomet froth aboye, 
By th' billing of my heay'nly Dove; 
Love prints her Signets in her ſmacks , 
Thoſe Ruddy drops of ſqueezing waxs 
Which, whereſoever (he imparts , 
They 'ce Privie Seals to take up hearts. 
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OEMS. 
Our Mouthes encountering at the ſpore , 
My ſlippery ſoul had quiet the fore , 

But that ſhe opt the Salley-port. - 
Next to thoſe ſweets her lips diſpence , 
As T win- conſerves of Eloquence; 
The ſweet perfume her breath affords z 
Incorporating with her words; 
No Roſary this Votrels needs , 
Her very lyllablesare beads. 
No ſooner *cwixt thoſe Rubies born » 
But Jewels are in Ear-rings worn. 
With what delight her ſpeech doth enter , 
It is a kiſs oth' ſecond yenter. 

And I diflolye at wharT hear , 

As if another $ mT were 

Couch'd in the Labyrinth of my Ear. | 
Yet, that 's but a preludious bliſs; 
Two ſouls pickearing in a kiſs. 
Embraces do but draw the Line, 
'T is torming that muſt take her in: . 
When Bodies whine, and vidtory hovers 
Twixt the equalfluttering Lovers, 
This is the gaine, make takes my Dear, 
Hark how the ſprightly Chanticlere, 
That Baron TelLclock of the night, 
Sounds Boot-eſel to Cupids knight. 

Then have at all, the paſs is got, 

For coming off, oh name it not 2: 

Who would not die upon the ſpot. 
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HECATFOMB 
MISTRESSE. 


BE dumb ye beggers of the rhiming trade, 
Geld the loofe wits, and let the Mule be plaid. 
Charge not the pariſh with the baſtard phraſe 


| Of Balm,Elixar, both the Indias , 


Of ſhrine, ſaint, ſacriledge, 'and ſuch as theſe 
Expreſſions, common as their Miſtreſfles. 
Hence ye fantaſtick Poſtillers in ſong , 

My text defeats your art, ties natures tongue , 
Scons all histinhl'd metaphors of pelf', 

TI. Rrated by nothing bur his ſelf. 

As Spiders travel by their bowels ſpun 

Into a thread, and when the race isrun , 
Wind up their jourrey in a living clew, 

So isit with my Poetry and you. be: 
From your own effence muſt I firſt untwine , 
Then twiſt again each Panegyrick line. | 
Reach then a ſoating Q uill : I may write, 
As with a Jacobsſtaff rotake the height. 
Suppoſe an Angel darting through the aur , 
Should there encounter a religious prayer 
Mounting to Heaven, that Intelligence 

Should for a Sunday-ſuit thy breath condenſe 


> 


$hbh$$2455650102 03424 b$b$h$$6t6 


fp OR KR Ih I Aw k EAA Mb, bd tb bo boy ied bs by bene ng 


tO 


In ventring higher ; werethe note I (ing 


| POEMS. 
Into a body. Let me crack a ſtring 


Above heavens Ela, ſhould I undecline, 
And with a deep-mouth'd Gammut ſound agen 
From pole to pole, I could not reach her worth, 


| Nor find an Epithet to (et it forth. 


Mettals may blazon common beauties, ſhe 
Makes pearl and planets humble herauldy. 
Asthen a purer ſubſtance is defin'd , 

But by an heap of Negatives combin'd ; 

Ask what a ſpirit is, you'l hear them crie 

It hath no matter, no mortalirie : 

So can I not define how ſweet, how fair , 
Onely I fay ſhe's.not as othersare. 

For what perfections we to others grant , 

It is her (ole perfection to want. 

All other forms ſeem in reſpect of thee 

The Almanacks mis{hap'd Anatomie, 

Where Aries, head and face; Bull, neck and throat ; 
T he Scorpion gives the lecrets; knees, the Goat : 
A brief of limbs foul asthoſe beaſts, or are 
Their name-fak'd ſigns in their (trange charaQer. 
As the Philoſophers to every Sence 

Marry its objeR, yet with ſome diſpence, 

And grant them a polygamie withal, 

And theſe their common Senſibles they call : 

So is'c With her, who (tinted unto none, 
Unites all Sences in each action. 

The ſame beam heats and lights;to ſee her well, 


Is both to hear and feel, to taſte and ſmell. 
T5 For 


6” POEMS. 
For can you want a palate in your eyes, 
When each of his contains a double prize, 
Venus his apple? can th'eyes want noſe , 
When from each cheek buds fortha fragrant Roſe? 
Or can theſight be deaf, if ſhe bur ox oþ 
A. well-tun'd face ſuch moving Rhetorick ? 
Doth not cach look a flaſh of light'ning feel © 
Which ipare the bodies ſheath, and melts the ſteel ? 
Thy foul mult needs confeſs. or grant thy ſence 
Corrupted with the objeQts excellence. . 
Sweet Magick , Which can make hve (ences lye 
Conjur'd within the circle of an eye. | 
In whom (ince all the Five are intermixt , 
Oh now that Scaliger would prove his fixe. 
Thou man of mouth, that can(t not name a She 
Unleſs all nature pay a Subſidie, 
Whole language isa Tax, whoſe Musk- cat verſe 
Voids nought but flowers for thy Mules herle, 
Fitter than Celia*s looks, who in a trice : 
Canſt ſtate the long diſputed Paradice : 
And with Divines hunt with ſo cold a ſent , 
Canſt.in her boſom find it reſident. att 
Now come aloft, come, come and breath a vein , 
And give {ome vent unto thy daring (train. | 
Say the Altrologer,who ſpells the Stars, 
In that fair Alphabet reads Peace and Wars, 
Miſtakes his Globe, and in her brighter cye 
Interprets Heavens phifiognomy. 
Call her the Metaphyſicks of her Sex, 
And fay (he tortures wits, as Qu27tans yex 
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Phykitians 2 call her the Square Circle, ay ' 

She is the yery rule of Algebra, 

What ere you undertake not, fay *c of her, 

For that's the way to write her Character. 

Say this and more,and when thou hopilt to raiſe 

Thy fanſie ſoas to incloſe her praile , 

Alas poor Gotham with thy Cookko hedge , 

Hyperboles axe here but ſacriledge. 

Then rouſe u@\Muſe, what thou haſt reyeal'd our 

Some comments clear not, but increaſe the doubc. 
She that affords poor mortals not a glance 

Of knowledge, but is known by ignorance , 

She that commits a rape on every ſence, 

Whole breath can countermaund a peſtilence, 

She that can ſtrike the beſt invention dead , 

Till bafled Poetry hangs down her head, 
She, (he it is, She that contains all bliſs , 

And make the world but her Periphraſis, 


_ POEMS. 
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Sir THomas MarrTigN, 
Who ſubſcribed a Wartranr thus : 


We the Knights and Gentlemen of the 
Committee, &c. when the® was 
no: Knight bur himſelf. 

By ME CLEVELAND. 


Ang out a flag, and gather pence apiece 

| | (Which Africke never bred, nor {welling Greece 
With ſtories timpany) a bealt ſo rare 

No Lefturers wrought cap, nor Bartlemew Fare 


Can match him; Natures whimſ*y, one that out-vyes 


Tredeskin, and his ark of Novelties. 
The Gog and Magog of prodigious ſights 
With reverence to your eyes, Sir Thomas Knights : 
Bur is this bigamy of titles due ? 
Are you Sir Thomas, and Sir Martin too ? 
I/achar Couchant *cwixt a brace of Sirs , 
hou Knighthood in a pair of Panniers : 
Thou that look't wrapt up in thy Warlike leather, 
Like /alentine and Orſon bound together, 
Spurs repreſentative! thou that art able 
To be a Yoider to King Artburs Table : 
Who in this facrilegious mals of all 


It ſeems ha's ſwallowed Win1ſors Hoſpital. a 
air= 
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Pair-royal headed Cerberns his Cozen t 
Hercules labours were a Bakers dozen. 

Had he bur trumprt on thee whole forked neck 
Might well have an{wered at the Font for Smeck; 
But can a Knighthood on a Knighthood lie 
Mettal on Mettal is ill Armorie. . 

And yet the known Godfrey of Bulloin's coat 
Shines in exception to the Heraulds vore. 
Great (ſpirits move not by pedantick laws, 
Their ations though eccentrick, ſtate the cauſe, 
And Priſcan bleeds with honour ; Ceſar thus 
Subſcrib'd two Conſuls with one Fulins, 


T om never oaded Squire, fcarce Yeoman high , At : 


Is Tom twice dipt Knight of a double dy ? 
Fond man | whole fate js in his name betray'd, 
It is the ſetting Sun doubles his ſhade; 

But its no matter, for Amphibious he. 0 

| May have a Knight hang'd, yet Sir Tom go free. 


- ” a ”. . 
- 
———— — — At 
mm 


> 


+ bm. —- _—— ws” 0 gy <4 _ 
ler => elf 2 an Oo EOS DANGER TR a 


- A Fo SY 
. . Pa 
I o 


F 


| POEM S. 
Cn the memory of M- Edward King; 
drown'd in the Iriſh Seas. 


I Like not tears in tune, nor do I prize 
His artificial grief who ſcans his eyes. 
Mine weep down pious beads : but why ſhould I 
Confine them to the Muſes Roſary ? 
I am no Poet here ; my pen's the ſpout 
Where the Rain- water of mine eyes runs out 
Ia pitie of that Name, whoſe fate we ſee 
hus copi'd out in griefs Cydrography: | 
he Muſesare not Mair-maids; though upon 
His death the Ocean might turn Helicon. 
The Sea's too rough for verſe; who rhimes upon'c 
With Xerxes ſtrives to fetter th* Helleſpont. 
My tears will keep no channel, know no laws 
O guid their ttreams;but(like the waves their cauſe) 
un with diſturbance, till they ſwallow me 
As a deſcriptionof his milerie. 
Bur can his ſpacious virtue find a grave 
Within th' impoſtum'd bubble of a wave ? 
Whoſe learning if we ſound, we muſt confels' 
The Sea but ſhallow, and him bottomleſs. 
<Ould nor the Winds to counter-maund thy death, - 
With their whole card of Lungs redeem thy breath ? 
Or (ome new I1{hnd in thy reſcue peep, 
To heaye thy reſurretion from the deep ? 
That fo the world might ſee thy ſafety wrougbt 
With no leſs wonder than thy felf was thought. 
The famous Stagarite, who in his life 
Had nature as familiar as his wife , 
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Bequeath'd his Widow to ſurviye with thee , 
Queen Dowager of all Philoſophie. 

An ominous Legacy, that did portend 
Thy fate, and Predeceſſours ſecond end ! 
Some haye affirm'd, that what on earth we find 
The ſea can parallel in ſhape, and kind : 
Books, arts, and tongues were wanting, but in thee 
N eptune hath got an Univerhiitic? 

We'l dive no more for pearls, the hope to ſee 

Thy ſacred reliques of mortality 

Shall welcome ſtorms, and make the Sea- men prize 
His Us hate now more than his merchandize. 
He ſhall embrace the waves, and to thy Tomb 
Asto a Royaller Exchange (hall come. 

What can we now expect ? water, and fire, 

Both elements our ruine do conſpire; 

And that diſſolves us which dothus compound 3; 
One /atican was burnt, another drown'd. 

We of the Gown our Libraries mult toſs, 
Tounderſtand the greatneſs of our loſs, 

Be Pupils to our grief, and ſo much grow 

In learning, as our ſorrows overflow. 

When we have fif'd the Rundlets of our eyes, 

Wel iflue'r forth, and venr ſuch Elegies, 
As that our tears (hall ſeem the Iriſh Seas, 
Wefloating Iſlands, living Hebrides. 


On the ſame. 


'F8 me no more of Stoicks : canſt thou tell 

: Who'c was,that when the waves began to (well, 
The ſhip to ſink, ſad paſſengers to call, 

[ Maſter we periſh]{lept ſecure of all ? 

Remember this, and him that waking kept 

A mind as conſtant as he did that (lept. 

Cant thou give credit to his zeal and love , 

That went to Heaven, and to thoſeflamesabovye 

Wrapt in a fiery chariot ? Since I heard 

Who ' was, that on his knees the Veſlel fteer'd 

- With hands bolt up to Heaven, finceI lee 

As yet no fign of his mortality ; 

Pardon me, Reader, if I ſay he's gone 

Tie ſelf ſame journey in a watry ones 


POEMS. :# 
The Hue and Cry after Sir Fohn Presbyter. 


\\ 7 Ith Hair in Characters, and Lugs in Text; 
Wirh a fplay mouth,& a noſe circumtiext; 


| With a fer Ruff of Musket bore, that wears 


Like Cartrages, or linnen Bandileers, 
Exhauſted of their ſulphurous Contents, 
In Palpit fre-works, which that Bomball vents; 
The Nepative and ovenanting Oath, 
Like two Muſtachoes, ifſuing trom his mouth; 
The Buſh upon his chin, (like a carv'd ſtory, 
In a Box knot) cut by the DireFory; 
Madams Confeſſion hanging at his ear, (here, 
Wiredrawn through all che queſtions, How and 
Each circumſtance, fo in the hearing Felt, 
That when his ears are cropt, he'l count them geltz 
The ſweeping Caflock ſcar'd into a Jump, 
A ſign the Presbyrer's worn to the itump: 
The Presbyter, though charm'd againit miſchance 
With the Devine right of an Ordinance. "A 
If you meet any that do thus attive*em, 
Stop them, they are the tribe of Adoniram. 
What zcalous Frenzie did the Senate ſeize, 
That tare the Rozchet to ſuch Rags as theie ? 
Epiſcopacy minc r, Reforming T wee | 
Hath ſent us: Raves, even of her Churches breed; 
Lay-interlining Clergy, a Device JR 
That's:nick-name to the {tuft call'd Lops and Lire, 
The Bealt at wrong end branded,you may trace 
7 The 


POEMS. 
The Devills footſteps in his cloven Face. 
A Face of ſcyerall Pariſhes and ſorts, 
Like to a Sergeant ſhay'd at Inns of Court. 
What mean the Eldders cle, thoſe Kirk Dragoms, 
Made up of Ears and Ruffs like Ducatoons? 
That Hierarchy of Handicrafts begun? 
Thoſe new Exchange-mecn of Religion? 
Sure they're the Antick heads,which plac'd without 
The Church, go gape and diſembogue a ſpout: 
. Likethem above the Commons Houſe, have bin 
So long without, now both are gotten in; 
Then, what Imperious in the Biſhop ſounds, 
_ The ſame the Scotch Executor rebounds. 
This [tating Prelacy, the (1aſſick Rour, 
That ſpake it often, ere it ſpake it our, 
So by an Abbies Scheleton of late, 
T heard an Eccho Supererogate 
T brough imperfetion, and the voice reſtore, 
As if ſhe had the hicop &re and o're. 
Since they our mixt Dioceſans combine 
Ttus toride double in their Diſcipline; 
That Pauls ſhall to the Conliſtory call . 
A Dean and Chapter ont of Weavers Hall, 
| Each at the Ordinance for to aſſiſt 
With the five thumbs of h# groat-changing Fife. 
Down DagonSynod with thy motley ware, 
wWhilst we do ſwagger for the Common: Prayer. 
That Dove-like Embaſſie, that wings our ſence 
Ts heavens gate in ſhape of innocence: 


Pray 


—— we 


"'POBMS. ; IF 
Pray for the Miter'd Authors, and de fie 
Thoſe Demicalters of Divinity. 


For where Sir John with Jack-of-all- trade? joyns, 
His Finger” s thicker thah the Prelat's Ce 


The Antiplatonick, 


OR ſhame, thon everlaſting Woer, 

Still ſaying Grace, and never falling to her! 
Love that's in Contemplation plac, 
Is Vensss drawn but to the Walt. 
Unlefle your Flame confeſle its Gender, 
And your Parley cauſe ſurrender; 
Yare fotrvikeeg” of a cold deſire, 
Thar live untouch'c amid the hotteſt fire, 


What though ſhe be a Dame of ſtone, 

The Widow of Pigmalion ; 

As hard and un-relenting She, 

As the new-cruſted Niobe; 

Or whac doth more of Statue carry 

A Nunne of the Platonick Quarrey? 

Love melts the rigor which the rocks have bred, 
A Flint will break upon a Feather -bed. 


For ſhame you pretty Female Elves, 
Ceaſe for to Candy up your ſelves: 
No more, you SeRaries of the Game, 
No more of your I flame, j 
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Women Commence by (xpids Dart ; 

As a Kings Hunting dubs a Hart. 

Loves Vartaries inthrall each others ſoul, 
Till beth of them live but upon Paroll 


Vertne's no more tm Women-kind 

But the green-ſickneſle of the mind. 
Philoſophy, their new delight, 

A kind of Charcoal Appetite. 

There's no Sophiltry prevails, 

Where all-convincing Love affails: 

But the diſputing Petticoat will Warp, 

As skilfull Camolters are to ſeek at Sharp. - 


The ſouldier, that man of Iron, 

Whom Ribs of Horror all inviron; 

That's ſtrung with Wire, in ſtead of Veins, 

In whoſe imbraces you're in chains, 

Let a M:gnetick Girle appear, 

Straight he turns (zpids Cuiraſeer. 

Love ſtorms his lips, and takes the Fortreſſe in, 
For all the Brifled Turn-pikes of his chin, 


Since Loves Artillery then checks 
The Breaſt-works of the firmeſt Sex, 
Cometet's in AﬀeQions Riot, 
Trrare ſickly pleafares keep a Diet. 
Give me 2 Lover bold and free, | 
Not Eunuch't with Formality; 
Like an Embaſſador that beds a Queen, 
ih the Nice Caution of a ſword between. 
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Y pon an Hermaphrodire, 


IC or Madame, chuſe you whether, 
Nature twiſt'd you both together : 
And makes thy ſoul two garbes confeſle; 
Both Petticoat and Breeches drefſe. 
Thus we chaſtiſc the God of Wine, 
With water that 15 Feminine, 
Untill the cooler Nymph abate 
His wrath, and fo concorporate: 
eAdam till his rib was loſt; 
Had both Sexes thus ingroſt: 

When Providence our Sire did cleave; 
And out of eAdam carved Eve, 

Then did man *bout Wedlock treat, 
To make his body up compleat: 
Thus Matrimony ſpeaks but 7 hee 
In a grave folemnity. 
For man and wife make but one right 
Canonicall Hermaphrodite, 
Ravell thy body, and I find 
In every limb a double kind, 
Who would not think chat head a pair, . 
That breeds ſuch faRtion in the hair ? 

ne halfe ſo churliſh in the touch, 

hat rather then indure ſo much, 

would my tendet I1mbs apparell 
n Regulas his nailed barrel]: 


A Bar 


2 POEMS. 


But the other halfe ſo ſmall, 
And ſo amorous withall, 
That Cupid thinks each hair doth grow 
A ltring for his invis'vle bow. 

When I look babies 1n thine eyes, 
Here YVenxs, there eAdonts lies. 

And though thy beauty be high noon, 


; Thy Orbe contains both Sun and Moon, 


How many melting kifles skip 

*Twixt thy Male and Female lip? 

*Twixt thy upper bruth of hair 

And thy nether beards deſpair. 

When thou ſpeak'it, I would not wrong 
Thy (weetnefle with a double tongue: 
But in every ſingle ſound 

A perfe& Dialogue is found. 

Thy breaſts diſtinguiſh one another; 
This the fiſter, that the brother, 

When thou joyn'it hands, my eare ſtill fancies 
The Nuptiall ſound, I Fohn take Frances : 
Feel bur the difference, ſoft, and rough; 
This a Gantlet, that a Muffe: 

Had ſly Vlyfſes, at the ſack 

Of Troy brought thee his Pedlers pack, 
And weapons too to know eAchilles 
From King Nicomedes Philly, 
His plot had fail'd; this hand would feel 


' The Needle, that the warlike ſteel, 
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When muſick doth thy pace advance, 

Thy right leg takes thy left to dance. 

Nor is't a Galliard danc'd by one, 

But a mixt dance, though alone: 

Thus every heteroclite part 

Changes gender, but thy heart. 

Nay thoſe which modeſt can mean, 

And dare not ſpeak, are Epiccene; 

That Gameſter needs muſt overcome, 
That can play both 7ib and Tom. 

1 Thus did Natures mintage vary, 

Coyning thee a Philip and Mary. 


- 
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The CAuthors Hermaphrodite , made after. 
| 247. Randolphs death, yct inſerted inio his 
Poems, 


Robleme of Sexes; mult thou likewiſe be 

As diſputable in thy Pedigree? 
Thou twins-in-one, in whom Dame Nature tries 
To throw lefle then Aumes-ace upon two Dice : 
Wer'c thou ſerv'd up two in one diſh, the rather 
To ſplit thy Sire into a double father ? 
True, the worlds ſcales are even: what the main 
In one place gets, another quits again. 
Nature loſt one by thee, and therefore muſt | 
Slice one in two, to keep her number juſt: 

A 2 Plurality 
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Plarality of livings is thy ſtate, 

And therefore mine muſt be impropriate. 

For, ſince the child is mine, and yet the c)aim 

Is intercepted by anothers name, 

Never did ſteeple carry double truer, 

His is the Donative, and mine the Cure. 

Then ſay my Muſe (and without more diſpute) 
Who'*cis that fame doth ſuperinſticute, 

The Theban Witrtall, when he once deſcries, 
Tove is his rivall, falls to ſacrifice : 

That name hath tipr his hornes: ſee, on his knees, 
A health to Hans-en-Kelder Hercules. 

Nay ſublunary Cuckolds are content 

To entertain their Fate with complement; 

And ſhall not he be proud, whom Randolph daigns 
To quarter with his Muſe both Arms and Brains? 
Grammercy Goſhp, I rejoyce to ſee 

Shee'*ch got a leap of ſuch a Barbary. 

Talk not of hornes, horns are the Poets Creſt * 
For fince the Muſes left their former neſt, 

To found a Nynzery in Randol phs quill, 
Cuckold Pernaſſus is a forked hill. 

Bur ſtay, I've wak't his duſt, his Marble ſtirs, 
And brings the worms for his Compurgators. 
Can Ghoſt have naturall ſonnes? ſay Ogg, is't meet 
Penance bear date after the winding ſheer? 
Were it a Phenix (as the double kind 
May ſeem to prove, being there's wo combin'd) 
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It would diſclaim my right: and that it were 

The lawfull iflue of his athes, ſwear. 

But was he dead? did not his ſoul tranſlate 

Her ſelf into a ſhop of lefler rate? 

Or break up houſe, like an expenſive Lord, 

That gives his purſe a ſod, and lives at board? 

Let old Pythagoras but play the Pimp, 

And ſtill there's hopes *c may prove his baſtard imp. 
But I'me prophane; For grant the world had one, 
Witch whom he might coarraR an union, 

{ They two were one, yet like an Eagle ſpread, 

| I'th body joyn'd, bur parted in the head. 

| - For you my brat, that poſe the Porph'ry Chair, 

| Pope fobn, or Toan, or whartſoere youare, 

| You are an nephew, grieve not ac your late, 

] For all the world is illegitimate. 

| Man cannot get a man, unleſle the Sun 

| Club to the aft of generation. 

The ſun and man get man, thus Toxz and I 

{ Are the joynt fathers of thy Poetry. 

1 For fince (bleſt ſhade) this Verſe is Male, but mine 
1 Occk* weaker Sex, a fancie Foeminine: 

1 Wee'l part the child, and yet commit no ſlaughter, 
| So ſhall it be thy Son, and yet my daughter. 
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Square-Cap. 


Saw" hither Apolto's bouncing Girle, 
And'iin a whole Hippocrene of Sherry 
Ler's drink a round till our brains do whirle, 
Tuning our pipes to make our ſelves mecry: - 
A Cambridge-Laſle, Vexw-like, born of the froth 
Of an old half-fill'd Jug of Barley broth, 
She, the is my Miſtris, her Suiters are many, 
Bur ſhee*] have a Square-capif ere {he have any. 


And firſt for the Pluſh.ſake the Iſonmonth-cap coms, | 
Shaking his head like an empry bottle ; 
With his new-fangled Oath, By Iupiters thumbs, 
[Thar to her health hee*l begin a pottle: 
He tells her that after the death of his Grannam, 
He ſhall have---- God knows what per annam: 
But itill ſhe replies, good Sir La-bee, - 
If ever I have a man, Square-cap for mee, 


Then Calot- Leather-cap ſtrongly pleads, 
And fain would derive the pedigree of faſhion: 
The eAntipodes weare their ſhoes on their heads, 
And why may not we in their imitation? 
Oh, how this foot-ball noddle would pleaſe, 
Ifit were but well toſt on S.Thomas his Lees. 
Bur ſtill ſhe replied, 8c, 
; Next 


Next 
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Next cdmes the Puritan in a wrought=Cap, 

With a long-waſted conſcience towards a Siſter, 
And making a Chappcll of Eaſe of her lap, 

Firlt he ſaid grace, and then he Kilt hcr. 
Belov'd, quoth he, thou art my Text, 
Then falls he to Uſe and Application next: 

But then ſhe replied, you Text (Sir) Fle be, 

' For then I'm ſure you'l ne'c handle me, 8 - 


But ſee where Sattin-(" ap (cours about, _ (marry, 
And faine would this wench in his fellowſhip 


| He told her how ſuch a man was not put out, 


Becauſe his wedding he cloſcly did carry. 


| Hee'l purchaſe Induction by Simony, 
And offcrs her money her Incumbent to be. 


But ſtill ſhe replied, good Sir La-bee, 
If ever I have a man $quare-cap for me. 


The Lawyer's a Sophiſter by his round: cap, 
Nor ia their fallacies are they divided; 


I The one'milks the pocket, the other the rap, 


And yet this wench he fain would have brided. 
Come leave theſe thred-bare Schollers, quoth he, 
And give me livery and ſeaſon of thee: | 

But peace John-a-Nokes, and leave your Oration, 

For I never will be your [mpropriation. 

I pray you therefore good Sir La-bec; 

For if ever I have a man Square-cap far me. 

A4 V pox 
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Y pon Phillis walking is 4 morning before Sun- 
riſing, 


x ſluggiſh morn, as yet undreſt, 

My Phylls brake from out her Eaſt; 
As if ſhee'd de a match to run 

With Yerxs, Ulher to the Sun. 

The trees, like Yeomen of her Guard, 
Serving more for pomp, then ward, 
Bank'*d on each (ide with loyall duty, 
Weave branches to incloſe her beauty. 
The Plants whoſe luxury was lopt, 

Or age with crutches underpropt; 
Whoſe wooden carkaſes are grown 
To be but coffins of their ewn; 
Revive, and at her generall dole 
Each receives his ancient ſoul. 

The winged Choriſters began 

To chirp their Mattins:and the Fan 

Of whiſtling winds,like Organs, plai'd, 
Untill their Voluntaries made 

The wakned earth in odours riſe, 

To beher morning-Sacrifice. 

The flowers, call'd our of their beds, 
Start, and raiſe up their drowſie heads: 
And he that for their colour ſeeks, 
May find it vaulting in her checks, 


Where 
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Where Roſes mix: no civill war 
Between her York and Lancaſter. 
The Marigold, whoſe Courtiers face 
Ecchoes the Sun, and doth unlace 
Her at his riſe, at his full ſtop 

Packs, and thurs up her gawdy ſhop; 


| Miſtakes her kue, and doth diſplay: 


Thus Phyllz antidates the day. 
Theſe miracles had cramp'c the Sun, 
Who thinking that his Kingdom's won, 
Powders with light his frizled locks, 
To {ce what Saint hisluſtre mocks, 
The trembling leaves through which he plaid, 
Dapling the walk with light and (hade, 
Like lattice- windows, give the ſpic 


| Room bur to peep with half an eye; 


Leaſt her full Orb his ſight ſhould dim, 
And bids us all good-ni, "he in him, 

Till ſhe would ſpend a gentle ray, 

To force us a new-faſhion'd Cay. 

Bur what religious Pallie's this 

Which makes their boughsdiveſtiheirBliſs 
And that they might her footſteps ſtraw, 
Drop their leaves with ſhivering awe. 
Philis perceives, and (leaſt her itay 
Should wed October unto May; 

And as her deauty caus'd a Spring, 
Devotion might an Autume bring) 
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With-drew her beams, yet made no night, 
But left the Sun her curate light. 


——_—_— 


y>—_—_ 


Ypon a Miſer that made a great feaſt , and the 
next day died for grief. 


Or *ſcapes he ſo: our dinner was ſo good, 
My liquoriſh Muſe cannot but chew the cood: 

And what delight (he took 1'th* invitation, 
Strivesto talt o're again in this relation. 

After a tedious Grace in Hopkens rithme, 
Not for devotion, but to tae up time, 
March'c the train'd. band of diſhes uſh-r'd there, 
To ſhew their poſtures, and then as they w:re. 
For he invites no teeth, perchance the cye 
He will afford the Lovers gluttony; 
This is a feaſt, a muſt er, nor a fight, 
Our weapons not for ſervice but for ſight, 

But are we Tantaliz*d? is all this mear 
Cook'd by a Limner, for to view, not eat? 
Th' Aſtrologers keep ſuch Hoxſes when they ſup 
On joynts of Taxras, or their heavenly Tup. 
Whatever feaſts he made are ſum'd up here, 
His table vyes not ſtanding with his cheare. 
His Churchings Chriſt'nings, in this meal are all, 
And not tranſcrib'd, but ich Originall, 

Chriſtmas 


the 
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Chriſtmas is no Feaſt moveable : for loe 
The ſ(clf-ſame dinner was ten years ago: 
* will be immortall if it longer ſtay, 
The Gods will cat it for Ambroſia. 

But ſtay awhile, un fle my whinyard fail, 
Or it inchanted, Ile cut off ch intai); 
Saint George for England then: have at the mutton, 
When the hrit cuc calls me blood- thirlty glutton: 
What e4jax with his anger quodI'd brain 
Killing a ſheep, thought «Agamemnon (hain : 
The tiion's now prov'd true; wounding his roſt, 
[ 1amentably butcher up mine hoſt. | 
Such ſympathy is with his mear, my weapon 
M3kes him an Eunuch, when it ca ves his Capon. 
Cut a Gooſe-les, ard the poor foul for moan 
Turns Creeple tco, and ajter ſtands on one. 

Have you not heard th abominable ſport 
A Lancaſter Grand |ury will report? 
The ſouldicr with his Morglay watchrt the Mill, 
The cats they came co feaft, when lulty 711 
Whips oft great Puſſes leg, which by tome charm 
Proves the next day ſuch an old womans arm: 
'Tis ſo with him, whoſe carkafc never *fcapes , 
Bur {til1 we flaſh him in a thouſand (hopes, 
Our ſerving-men like Spaniells rang, to ſpring 
The fowl which he-hath clockt under his wing. 
Should he on Widgeon, or on Woodcock feed, 
It were (T hye#es like) on his own breed. 
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To pork he pleads a ſuperſtition due, 
But not a mouth is muzled by the Jew. 
Sawces we ſhould have none had he his wiſh, 
The Oranges ich margent of the diſh, 
He with ſuch Hucſters tells them o*re and o're, 
The Heſperian Dragon never watcht them more. 
But being caten now into deſpair, 
Having nought elſe to do, he falls to prayer. 
As thou didſt once put on the form of Bull, 
And turnſt thy 7o to a lovely Mull, 
Defend my rump great ove, grant this poor beef 
May live to comfort me in all this grief. 
But no emer was ſaid: See, ſee it comes, 
Draw boys, let Trumpets ſound, & ſtrike up Drums, 
Sec how his blood doth with the gravy ſwim, 
And every trencher has a limb of him. 
The Ven'ſons now in view, our hounds ſpend deeper 
Strange Deer, which in the Paſty hath a Keeper 
Strifter then in the Park, making his gueſt 
(As he had ſtoln't alive) to ſteal it dreſt: 
The ſcent was hot, and we purſuing faſter, 
Then Ovids pack of dogs e're chas'd their Maſter, 
A double prey at once may ſerze upon, 
Atzon and his Cale of Veniſon: 
Thus was he torn alive. To vex him worſe 
Death ſerves him up now as a ſecond courſe. 
Should we, like Thretiaxs, our dead bodies eat, 
He would have liv'd only to ſave his meat. 
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A young Man to an old Woman Conrting him, 


13 


Eace Beldam Eve; ſurceaſe thy ſuic : 
There s no temptation in ſuch fruit. 
No rotten Medlers, whilſt there be 
hole Orchards in Virginity. 

Thy (tock is too much out of date 
For tender plants t inoculate. 

A match with thee,thy bridegroom fears, 
VVould be thought Inr'reſt in his years, 
Which when compatr'd to thine, become 
Odd moaey to thy Grandam ſumme, 
Can Wedlock know ſo.great a curic 

As putting husbands out to Nurſe ? 
How Pond and Rivers would miſtake, 
And cry new Almanacks for our ſake? 
Time ſure hath wheel'd aboat his year, 
December meeting 7 aniveer. 

Th* Egyptian Serpent figures time , 
And Rripr, returns unto his Prime : 

If my affcRion thou would'ſt win, 

Firſt caſt thy Hieroglyphick skin. 

My modern lips know not (alack) 

The old Religion of thy ſmack. 

I count that primitive embrace, 

As out of faſhion as thy face. 

And yet ſo long *cis ſince thy fall, 

Thy Fornications Clafſicall, 


Our 
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Our ſports wil difter:thou may lt play, 
Leero, and 1 Alphonſo way. 

Fme no Tranſlator; have no vein 

To turn a woman young again: 
Unlefle you'l grant the 1ailor's due, 
To ſee the forebodies be new: 

I love to wear cloaths that are fluſh. 
Not prefacing old rags with pluſh: 
Like Aldermen,or Monſter: Sheriffs, 
With Canvas backs, and yelyet (leeves. 
And juſt ſuch diſcord there would be 
Berwixt thy Skeleton and me. 

Go ſtudy ſalve and Treacle, ply 
Your tenants leg, or his fore eye; 
Thus Matrons purchaſe credit, thank 
Six penni-worth of Monntebank. 

Or chew thy cood on ſome delight 
Thou takeſt in thy Eighty Eight. 

Or be but bedrid once, and then 
Thow'lt dream thy youthfull fins agen, 
But if thou needs wilt be my Spouſe, 
Firſt hearken, and attend my Vowes. 
© When.c/E£tnas hires ſhall undergo 

* The penance of the Alps in ſnow, 

| * When Sol at one blaſt of his horn 
 < Poſtsfrom the {Fab to Capricorn, 

* When th* Heavens (huffle all in one, 
«© The Torrid with the Frozen Zone; 


When 
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* When all theſe contradiAtions meet, 
*Then (Syb:l) thou and I will greet. 
«For all thefe ſimilics do hold 
* In my young heat and thy dull cold; 
« Then if a Feaver be ſo good 
« A Pimp, as to inflame thy bloud, 
Hymen (hall twiſt thee, and thy Page | 
The diſtin Tropicks of mans age. 
Well (Madam time) be ever bald, 
I'le not thy Perywig be call'd. 
Vie never be '{tead of a lover, 
An aged Chronicles new cover. 


——— 
—_——— 


To Mrs. K. T. who ask't him why he was dumb, 


Tay,ſhould I anſwer(Lady) then 
In vain would be your queſtion. 
Should I be dumb, why then again 
Your asking me would be in vain. 
Silence nor ſpeech (on neither hand) 
Can fatisfie this ſtrange demand. 
Yet ſince your will throws me upon 
This wiſhed contradiction, 
Tie tell you how 1 did become 
So ſtrangely (as you hear me} dumb. 
Ak 
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7 Askbut the Chap-falne Pnrican, 
'Tis zeal that aps pg that good man: 
For heat of Conſcience; all men hold, 
Is th' only way to catch their cold. 
How (hould loves zealot then forbear 
To be your filenc'd Miniſter? 
Nay your religion, which doth grant 
A worſhip due to you my Saint, 
Yet counts it that devotion wrong 
That does it in the valgar tongue. 
My rudet words wou'd give offcnce 
Toſuch an hallow'd excellence; 
As th Engliſh Diale&t would vary 
The goodnefle of an Ave Mary. 
Huw can I ſpeak, that twice am checkt 
By this and that Religious SeAX? 
Stitl dumb, and in your face I ſpie 
Still cauſe, and {ti]] Divinity, 
As ſoon as blcſt wich your ſalute, 
My manners taught me to be mute: 
+ For, leaſt they cancell all the bliffe 
You ſign'd with ſo divine a kifle, 
The lips you ſeal muſt needs conſent 
Unto the tongues impriſonment. 
My tongue in hold, my voice doth riſc 
(With aſtrange E-/a co my eyes; 
Where it gcts bail, and in that ſenſe 
Begins a new- -found Eluquencc, 
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Oh liſt en with attentive ſight 
To what my pratling eyes indice: 

Or (Lady) fince *cis in your choice, 

To pive, or to ſuſpend my voice, 

With the ſame key ſer ope the door 
Wherewith you lock it faſt before; 

Kifle once again, and when you thus 

Have doubly been miraculous, 

My Muſe ſhall write with Handmaids duty 
The Golden Legend of your beauty. 


He,whom his dumbnefle now confines, . 
But mean- to ſpeak the reſt by ſigns. 


IC. 
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A Faire Nymph ſcorning a Black Boy Courting 
her 


Nymph. Q 7nd off, and let me take the air, 
Why ſhould the ſmoa\ purſue the fair? 
Boy. My face is ſmoak, thence may be gueſt 
What flames within have ſcorch'd my breſt. 
Nymph. The flame of love I cannot view, 
For the dark Lanthorn of thy hue. 
Boy. And yet this Lanthorn keeps loves Taper 
Surer then yours, that's of white paper. 
| B What= 
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Whatever midnight hath been here, 
The Moon-ſhine of your light can clear, 
Nymph. My Moon of an Eclipſe is*fraid, 
If thou ſhouldit interpoſe thy ſhade. 
Boy.Yet one thing(ſweet-heart )I wil ask, 
Buy me for a new falſe Mask. 
Nympth. Yes: but my bargain ſhall be this, 
Vie throw my Mask oft when I kifle. 
Boy. Our curl'd imbraces ſhall delight 
To checquer limbs with black,and white. 
Nywph.Thy ink,my paper,make me gueſle, 
Oar Nuptiall bed will make a Preſle; 
And in our ſports if any came, 
They'l read a wanton Epigram 
Boy. Why ihould my black thy love impair? 
Let the dark ſhop commend thy ware : 
Or if thy love from black forbears, 
Ye ſtrive to waſh it off with tears. 
A'ymph.Spare fruitlefle tears, ſince thou muſt needs 
Still wear about thee mourning weeds. 
Teats can no more affe&ion win, 


Then waſh thy Echiopian $skin, 
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A Dialogue between two Zealots, upon the &e.in 
the Oath. | 


Ir Roger, from a zealous piece of Freeze, 
Rais'd to a Vicar of the Childrens threes; 
Whoſe yearly Audit may, by {tri accompr, 
To twenty Nobles, and his Vails amount ; 
Fed on the Common of the femal| charity, 
| Untill the Scots can bring about their parity; 
So ſhorten, that his ſoul, like to himſelf, 
Walks bur in 2zerpo: this ſame Clergy Elf, 
Encount'ring with a Brother of the Cloth, 
Fell preſently ro Cudgells with the Oath. 
The Quarrell was a ſtrange mugen Monſter; 
| &>c. (God blefle us) which they conlter, 
The brand upon the buttock of the Beaſt, 
The Dragons tail ti'd on a knot, a neſt 
eds MOfy-ung Apocryp;aes, the faſhion 
Of a new mentall Reſervation. 
While Roger thus divides the text, the other 
Winks and expounds, ſaying, My pious brother, 
Hearken with reverence; for the point is nice, 
Inever read on't, but I faſted twice, 
And fo by Revelation know ir betrer 
A YThen all the learn'd Idolaters o'chy Letter. 
ith that he ſwell'd, and fell upen the Theam, 
ike great Goliah with his Weavers beam: 
B32 
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I ſay to thee &&c. thou liſt, 
Thou art the curled lock of Antichriſt: 

Rubbiſh of Babel, for who will not ſay 

Tongues were confounded in e+c.? 

Who ſwears &c. ſwears more oaths at once 
Then ('erberus out of his triple.Sconce. 

Who views it well, with the ſame eye beholds 
The old half Serpent in his numerous foulds. 
Accurſt &c. thou, for now I ſcent 

Whar lately the prodigious Oyſters meant. 

Oh Booker, Booker, how cam'lt thou to lack, 

This f1gn in thy prophetick Almanack? 

It's the dark Vault wherein th' infernall plot 

Of powder 'gainſt the State was firlt begot. 
Peruſe the Oath, and you ſhall ſoon deſcry it 

By all the Father Gayzers that ſtand by it. 

*Gainſt whom the Church, whereof Iama Member, 
Shall keep another fifth day of November, 

Yet here's nor all, I cannot half untruſs 

&-c. it's ſo abominons. 

The T79jan Nag was not ſo fully lin'd, 

Unrip &c. and you ſhall find 

Og the great Commiſlary, and which is worſe, 
Th Apparatour upon his skew-bald horſe. 

Then (finally my Babe of Grace) forbear, 

ec. will be roofar to ſwear: | | 
For *tis (to ſpeak in a familiar ſtile] | 
A York-(hire Wea-bit, longer then a mile, 
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Then Rogey was inſpir'd, and by Gods-diggers , 

Hee*l ſwear in words at large, and not in figures, 

Now by this drink, which he takes off, as loth 

To leave ec. in his 11quid Oath. 

His brother pledg'd him, and that bloudy wine, 

He ſwears ſhall ſeal the Synods ('ataline. 

So they drunk on, not offering to part 

Till they had quite ſworn out th' eleventh quart: 

While all that ſaw and heard them, joyntly pray, 

They and their Tribe were all &c, 


—— 


__— CY 
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Smecymauns, or the Club-Diwvines. 


Mettymnuusche Goblin makes meſtart: 
'ch' Name of Rabbi Abraham, what art ? 
Syriack? or Arabick? or Welſh? what $kilt? 
Ap all the Bricklayers tbar Babel built. 
Some Conyurer tranſlate, and let me know it: 
Till then *cis fit for a Welt-Saxon Poet, 
But do the brother-hood then play their prizes, 
Like Mummers in Religion with diſguiſes ? 
Out-brave us with a name in Rank and File, 
A Name which iffewere train'd would ſpread amile? 
The Saints Monoply, the zealous cluſter, 
Which like a Porcupine preſents a Muſter 
And ſhoots his quills at Biſhops and their Sees, 
A devout litter of young Maccabees, 
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Thus Jack-of-all-trades hath devoutly ſhowne 
The twelve Apoſtles on a Cherry-ſtone. 

Thus faftion's All-a. Mode in treaſons faſhion; 
Now we have Herefie by Complication. 

Like to Dow ©nixots Roſary of Slaves 

Strung ona Chain; A Murniyall of Knaves 

Packt in atrick; like Gypſies when they ride, 
Or like:'Colleagues which fic all of a fide : 

So the vain Satyriſts ſtand all a row; 

As hallow teeth upon a Lute-ſtring ſhow. 

TY [tal:ar Monſter pregnant with his brother, 
Natures Dyereſ;s, half one another, 

He, with his little ſides-man Lazarxs, 

Muſt both give way unto Smettymnuns. 

Next Stzrbridge- Fair is Smec's;for loe his [ide 
Into ative fold Lazar's ſhultipli'd. 

Under each arm there's tuckt a double Gyfſard, 
Five faces lurk under one ſingle vizzard. 

The Whore of Babylos left theſe brats behind, 
Hetrs of confuſion by Gavel-kind. 
I think Pythagoras's ſoul is rambl'd hither, 
With all che change of Rayment on together: 
$mec 15 her generall Ward-robe, fhee'l not dare 
To think of him as of a thorough-fare; 

He ſtops the Gofſopping Dame; alone he ts 
The Purlew of a Metempſucheſis. 

Like'a Scotch mark,where the more modeſt ſenſe 
Checks the loud phraſe , and ſhrinks to 1 3. pence: 


Like 


re 
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Like to an 1gnu fatuns, whole flame, 
Though ſometimes tripartite, zoyns in the ſame? 
Like to nine Taylors, who if rightly ſpell'd, 
Into one man, are monyſyllabled. 
Short-handed zeal in one hath cramped many, 
Like to the Decalogue in a (ingle penny. 

See, ſee, how cloſe the Curs hunt under a ſheet, 
As if they ſpent in Quire, and ſcan'd their feet ; 
One Cure, and five Incumbents leap a truſs, 

The title ſure mult be litigious. 

The SaJdaces would raiſe a queſtion, 

Who mult be Smec at the Reſurrection, 

Who cook'd them up together were to blame, 
Had they but wyre-drawn,and ſpunou: their name, 
*'Twould make another Prentiſes Petition 


| Againſt the Biſhops, and their Superſtition, 


Robſox and French (that count from five to five 
As farre as nature fingers did contrive, 
She ſaw they would be Seflers, thar's the cauſe 
She cleft their hoof into ſo many claws ) 
May tire their Carret-bunch,yetne*ce agree 
To rate Smelly mnnus for Polemonie. 
Caligula,whoſe pride was mankinds bai, 
As who diſdain'd to murder by retail; 
Wiſhing the world had bur one generall Neck, 
His glutron blade might have found game in Swe. 
No Eccho can improve the Author more, 
Whoſe lungs paics uſe on uſe to half a ſcore, 
B4 _ No 
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No Fellon is more letter'd, though the brand 
Both ſuperſcribes his ſhoulder and his hand. 
Some Welch-man was his God-father, for he 
Wears in his name his Genealogy: 
The Banes are askt,would but the times give way, 
Betwixt Smettymnauns and Et cetera. 
The Guelts invited by a friendly Summons, 
Should be the Convocation, and the Commens. 
The Prieſt to tye the Foxes tails together, 
Moſeley, or Sanfta Clara,chyſe you whether. 
See, what an off-ſpring every one expects 
What ſtrange pluralities of men and Sets? 
One ſaies hee'l get a Veſtery, another 
Ts for a Synod: Bet upon the Mother. 
Faith cry St.George, let them go to'r, and ſtickle, 
VVhether a Conclave, or a Conventicle. 
Thus might Religions caterwaul, and ſpight, 
Which ules to divorce, might once unite. 
Burt their croſle fortunes interdid their trade, 
The Groom is Rampant, but the Bride diſplard. 
My task is done, all my hee-Goats are milkt; 
So many Cards, it'h ſtock, and yet be bilkt? 
I could by letters now untwilt the rabblez 
Whip Smec from Conſtable to Conſtable. 
Bur there I leave you to another dreſſing, 
Only knecl down, and take your Fathers bleſſing, 
May the 2 ween- other juſtifie your fears, 
And ſtretch her Patept to your lcather-ears. 


T be 


| Ang now maſt Ler; too part ſtakes with Gad ? 
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The Mixt Afembly, © 


7Leabitten Synod,an Aſſembly brew'd 


! 1 Of Clerks and Eiders a»4 like the rude 


C haos of Presbyt ry, where Lay-men guide 

Wirh the tame Woolpack Clergy by their ſide. 
Who askt the Banes *cwixt theſe'diſcolour'd Mates? 
A ſtrange Groteſco this, the Church and States 


| (Moſt divine tick-rtack) in a pye-bald crew, 


To ſerve as table-men of divers hue. 
She that conceiv'd an e/E£thiopian heir 
By picture, when the parents both were fair, 
At ſight of you had born a dappled ſon, 
You chequering her *magination. 
Had Facobs flock but ſeen you fit, the dams 
Had brought forth ſpeckled & ringſtreaked lamts. 
Like an Impropriators Motley kind, 
Whoſe Scarler Coat is with a Caſſock lin'd. 
Like the Lay-thief in a Canonick weed, 
Sure of his Clergy e're he did the deed. 
Like Roy#on Crows, who are(as I may ſay) 
Friers of both the Orders Black and Gray. 
So mixt they are,one knows not whethers thicker, 
A Layre of Bzrgeſſe, or a Layre of Vicar. 
Have they utarp'd what Royall [dab had ? 


The 
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The Scepter and the Croſier are the Crutches, 
Which if not truſted in their pious Clutches, 

Will fail the Criple State. And were't nor pity 
But both ſhould ſerve the yardwand of the City ? 
That 1/aac might ſt roak his beard, and fic 

Jadge of &; 2 and Elegertr, 

Oh that they were in chalk and charcole drawn ! 
The Miſſelany Satyr, and the Fawn, 

And all the Adulteries of twiſted nature 

Bur faintly repreſent this ridling feature, 

Whole Members being not tallies, they*l not own 
Their fellows at the ReſurreRtion. 

Strange ſcarlet Doors theſe, they'l paſſe in ſtory 
For ſinners half refn'd in Purgatory; 

Or parboyl'd Lobſters, where there joyntly rules 
The fading Sables, and the coming Gules. 

The flea that Fal#2ffe damn'd, thus lewdly ſhews 
Tormented in the flames of Bardolphs Noſe, 

Like him that wore the Dialogue of Cloaks, 

This ſhoulder Pohn-a- Styles, that John-a-Noaks. 
Like Jews and Chriſtians in a ſhip together, 

With an old Neck-verſe to diſtinguiſh either. 
Like their intended Diſcipline to boot, 

Or whatſoc're hath neither head nor foot : 

Such may their {tript- ſtuffe hangings ſeem to be, 
Sacriledge matcht with Cudpeece-ſymony; 

Be fick and dream a little, you may then 
Phanſie theſe Linſte-Woollic Veſtry-men. 
| | Forbear 
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Forbear good Pembroke, be not over-daring, 


Such company may chance to ſpoil thy ſwearing : 
And theſe Drum-Major oaths of Balk uuruly, 
May dwindle to a feeble By my traly. 

He that the Noble Percyes blood inherits, 


Will he ſtrike up x Hot-/pur of the ſpirits? 
Hee'l fright the O badiahs out of tune, 
With his uncircumciſed Algernon: 
A name fo {tubborn, *cis nor to be fcan'd 
By him in Garth with che ſix finger'd hand, 
See,they obey the Magick of my words. 
Preſto; they're gone,and now the Houſe of Lords 
Looks likerhe wither'd face of an old hagg 
Bur with three teeth, like to a triple gags. 
A Jig, a Jig; and inthis Antick dance 


| Fielding, and doxy 44arſyall fit advance. 


T wiſs blows the Scotch pipes, and the loving braſe 
Puts on the traces, andtreads Cinqu-a-pace. 
Then Say «z4 Seal mult his old hamſtcings ſupple, 
And heand rumpl'd Palmer make a couple. 
Palmer*s 2 fruicfull girle, if hee*l unfold her, 


| The Midwife may find work about her ſhoulder. 


Kimboiton that rebelious Boarerges, | 
Muſt be content to ſaddle Doctor Burges. 
If Bzrrges get a clap, *cis ne're the worle, 
But the fifr time of his Compurgators. 
Nol Bowls is .coy; good ſadneſle, cannot dance 
Bur in 6bedience to the Ordinance, 
Her 
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Her Wharto» wheels about till Jumping Liay, 
Like the full Moon, hath made his Lordſhip giddy. 
Pym and the Members mult their giblets levy 

T incounter Madam Smec that ſingle Bevy. 

If they two truck together; will not be 

A Childbirth, but a Goal-delivery. 

Thus every Gzibeline hath got his Guelph, 

But Seldes, hee's a Galliard by himſelf, 

And well may be; there's more Nivines in him 
Then in all this their Jewiſh Sanhedrims: 

Whoſe Canons in the forge ſhall then bear date ' 
When Males their Cofin-Germanes generate. 
Thus Moſes Law is violated now, 

The Ox and Aſe go yok'd in the ſame plough: 
Reſign thy Coach-box T wiſſe; Brook's Preacher,he 
Would ſort the beaſts with more conformity. 
Water & earth make but one globe, a Roundhead 
Is Clergy-Lay Party-per-pale compounded. 


The Kings Diſeuiſe. 


AY why a Tenant to this vile diſguiſe, (eyes? 
Which who but ſees,blaſphemes thee with his 


My twins of light within their pent-houſe ſhrink, 

And hold it their Allegiance now to wink. 

Oh for a State-diſtinion,to arraign 

Charles.of high Treaſon *gainit my Soyeraign. 
What 


What an uſurper to his Prince is wont, . 
Cloyſter and ſhave him, he himſelf hath don't. 
His muffled feature ſpeaks him a recluſe, 

His ruines prove him a religious houſe. 
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The Sun hath mew'd his beams from off his lamp, 


And Majelty defac'd the Royall ſtamp. 
Is not enough thy Dignity's 1n thrall, 
But chow'lt tranſmute it in thy ſhape and all? 
As if thy Blacks were of too faint a die, 
Without the tinure of Tautology. 

Flay an Egyptian for his Caſlock skin 

Spun of his Countrey's darknefle,line*t within, 
With Presbyterian budge, that drowt{ie trance, 
The Synod fable, foggy ignorance. 

Nor bodily nor ghoſtly Negro could 
Rough-calt thy figure in a ſadder mould - 

This Privie-chamber of thy ſhape would be 
But the Cloſe mourner of thyRoyalty. 

*Twill break the circle of thy Jailors ſpell, 

A Pearl within a rugged Oyſters ſhell. 
Heaven, which the Miniſter of thy Perſon owns, 
VVill fine thee for Dilapidations. 

Like to a martyr'd Abbeys courſer doom, 
Devourly alter'd to a Pigeon room : 

Or like the Colledge,by the changeling ravble, 
CMancbefters Elves;transform'd into a ſtable. 
Or if there be a prophanation higher, 

Such is the SacriJedge of thine atrire. 


By 
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By which th'art half depos'd, thou look'it like one” 
Whoſe looks are under Sequeſtration. 

Whole Renegado form, at the firſt glance, 
Shews like the ſelf. denying Ordinance. 

Angell of light,and darkneſſe tos,I doubt, 
Infpir'd within, and yet poſſeſs'd without. 
Majeſtick twilight in the ſtate of grace, 

Yet with an excommunicated face, 

Charles and his Mask are of a different mint, 

A Pſalm of mercy in a miſcreanc print. 

The Sun wears Midnight, day is beetle-brow d, 
And lightning is in Keldar of a cloud. 

Oh the accurlt Stenography of fate ! 

The Princely Eagleſhrunkinto a Bar. 

What charm,what Magick vapour can it be 

Thar ſhrinks his rates to this Apoſtaſlie ? 

Ir is no ſubtile film of tiffany 2yr, 

No Cob-web vizard, ſuch as Ladies wear, 

When they are veyl'd,on purpoſetobe ſeen, 
Doubling their luſtre by their vanquiſht skreen: 
Nor the falſe ſcabberd of a Princes tough 
Metal} and three pil'd darkneſle like the ſlough 
Of an impriſoned flame, *cis Faxx in grain, 
Dark Lanthorn to our high Meridian. 

Hell belcht the damp, the warwick-Caftle-Vote 
Rang Britains Curfeu, ſo our light went out; 
Thy viſage is not legible, the lerters, 


Like a Lords name writ in phantaſtick fetters: 
Cloaths 


one' 
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Cloaths where a Switzer might be buried quick, 
Sure they would fit the Body Politique. 
Falſe beard ecough. to fit a [tages plor, 
For that's the ambrſh of their wit, God wort: 
Nay all his properties ſo ſtrange appear, 
Yare not 1'ch'preſence, though the King be there . 
A Libell is his drefle, a garb uncouth, 
Such as the * Hze and (y once purg'd at mouth. 
Scribling Aflafſinare, thy lines atreſt 
An ear-mark due, Cub of the Blatant Beaſt, 
Whoſe wrath before *cis ſyllabled for worſe, 
Is blaſphemy unfledg'd, a callow curſe. 
The Laplanders when they would ici a wind 
Wafting to hell, bag up thy phraſe, and bind 
It to the Barque, which at the voyage end 
Shifts Poop,and brings the Collick in the fiend. 
But Vie not dub thee with a glorious ſcar, 
Nor fink thy skuller with a Man of War. 
The black-mouth'd $; quizs,and this (landering ſuit, 
Both do alike in picture execute. 
But ſince ware all cal!'d Papilts,why not date, 
Devotian to the rags thus conſecrate. 
As Temples uſe to have their Porches wrought 
With Sphynxes, creatures of an antick draught, 
And puzling Pourtraitures, ro ſhew that there 
Riddles inhabited, the like is here. 
But pardon Sir, ſince I preſume to be 
Clark of this Cloſer to your Majeſty; 
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Me thinks in this your dark myſterious drefle 
I ſee the Goſpell coucht in Parables. 

At my next view, my pur-blind fancy ripes 
And (hews Religion in its dusky types. 

Such a Text Royall, ſo obſcure a ſhade 

VVas Solomon in Proverbs all array'd. 

Come all ye brats of this expounding age, 
To whom the ſpirit is in pupillage; 

You that damn more, then ever Sampſon (lew; 
And with his engine, the ſame jaw-bone too : 
How is t he 'ſcapes your Inquiſition free, 

Since bound up in the Bibles Livery ? 

Hence Cabinet- intruders, Pick-locks hence, _ 
You that dim Jewells with your Briſtoll-ſenſe: 
And CharaRers, like V Virches, ſo torment, 
Till rhey confefte a gailt, though innocent. 
Keyes for this Cofter you can never get, 

None but S.Peter's ope's this Cabinet. 

This Cabinet, whoſe aſpe&t would benight 
Critick ſpeRators with redundant light. 

A Prince moſt ſeen, is leaſt: V Vhat Scriptures call 
The Revelation,is moſt myſticall. 

Mount then thou ſhadow royall, and with haſt 
Advance thy morning ſtar, Charles's overcaſt. 
May thy ſtrange journey, contradictions twilt, 
And force fair weather from a Scottiſh milt. 

eavens Confeſlors are pos'd,thoſe ſtar-ey'd ſages 
To interpret Eclipſe, thus riding ſtages. Py 
7 us 


| 
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Thus 7/7 aet-like, he travells with a cloud, 

Both as a conduc to him, and a ſhroud. 

But oh! he goes to Gebeon, and renews 

A league with mouldy bread, and clouted ſhogs, 


% hy MM 
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The Rebell Scor. 


z Ow ! Providence! and yet a Scottwh crew! 

KL Then Madam,nature wears black patchesto0: 
What? ſhall our Nation be in bondage thus 
Unto a Land that truckles under us? | 

BY Ring the betls backward; I am all on fire, 

wy Not all the buckets in a Countrey Quire 

Shall quench my rage. A Poet ſhould be fear'd 

When angry, like a Comets flaming beard, 

Aud where's the Stoick? can his-wrath appeaſe 

To ſec his Countrey ſick of Pyw's diſeafe 

By Scotch invaſion? co be made a prey 

To ſuch Pig-wig gin Myrmidons as they? 


2 


call But rhat there's charm in verſe, I would not quote 
The name of Scot, without an Antidote; | 

1 halt JF nlefſe my-head were red, that I might brew 

, | Invention there that might be poyſon too, 


Were I a drowſte Judge, whoſe diſmall note 
Diſgorgeth halters, as a Juglers throat 
ſages I Doth ribbands: could If in Sir Emp'ricks tone? 
Speak Pills in phraſe, and og deltructions 
. Or 
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Or roar like MMarſpall, that Genevah Bull, 

Hell and damnation a pulpit full: 

Yet to expreſle a Scot, to play that prize, 
Not all thoſe mouth-Granadoes can ſufhice. 
Before a Scot can properly be curit, 

+ E malt (like Hocas) ſwallow daggers firſt. 

Come keen l[ambicks, with your Badgers feet, 
And Badger-like, bite till your teeth do meer. 
Help ye tart Satyriſts, to imp my rage, 
With all the Scorpions that ſhould whip this age. 
Scots are like Witches; do but whet your pen, 
Scratch til the bloud come;they'l not hurt you then. 
Now as the Martyrs were inforc'd to take 
The ſhapes of beaſts, like hypocrites, at ſtake, 

Vle bait my Scot fo; yet not cheat your eyes, 
A Scot within a bealt is no diſguiſe, 

No. more let Ireland brag, her harmleſſe Nation 
Foſters no Venome, ſince the Scots plantation : 
Nor can ours feign'd Antiquity maintain; 

Since they came in, England hath Wolves again. 

The Scot that kept the Tower, might have ſhown 

(Within the grate of his own breſt alone) 

The Leopard and che Panther; and ingroft 

What all choſe wild Collegiats had coſt, 

The honeſt High-ſhoes, in their Termly Fees, 

Ficſt ro the ſalvage Lawyer, next to theſe. 

Nature her felf doth Scorch-men beaſts confeſſle, 

Making their Countrey ſuch a wilderneſſe : 
% : A 
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A Land, that brings in queſtion and ſuſpenſe 


But that Afontroſe and {7 awfords toyall Band 
Atton'd their fins, and chrilt*ned half the Land: 
Nor is it all che Nation hath theſe ſpots; 

et, | There is a Church, as well as K irk of Scots : 

" Þ As in a piure, where the {quinting paint 
Shews Fiend on this ſide, and on that fide Saint; 
© [Ne chat ſaw Hell in's meJancholy-dream, 

And inthe twilight of his Fancy's theam, 

Scar'd from his fins, repented in a fright, 

Had he view'd Scotland, had turn'd Profclite. 

A Land, where one may pray with curſt intent; 

O may they never ſuffer baniſhment! (doom, 


BY Had Cain been Scot, God would have chang'd his 


Not forc'd him wander, but confin'd him home. 
Like Jews they ſpread, and as Infe@ion flie, 
As if the Divel! had Ubiquity. 
R Hence *cis, they live at Rovers; and defie 
This or that place, Rags of Geography. 
They're Citizens o'th World; they'ce all in all; 
Scotland's a Nation Epidemicall. 
And yet they ramble nor, to learn the Mode 
How to be dreſt, or how to liſp abroad, 
To return knowlag in the Spaniſh ſhrug, 
ile Or which of the Dutch States a double Jug 

, Reſembles moſt, in belly, or in Beard: | 

a I(The Card by which the Mariners are ſtear'd.) 


C2 No; 


Gods omnipreſence;but that Charles came thence: 


No; the Scots- Errant fight, and fight to eat; 

Their Efrich ftomacks make their ſwords their meat: 

Nature with Scots as Tooth-drawers hath dealt, 

Who uſe to hang their teeth upon their Belt, 

Yet wonder not at this their happy choice; 

The Serpent's fatal {till co Paradiſe, 

Sure England hath the Hemero1ds,and theſe 

On the North-poſture of the patienc ſeize, 

Like Leeches: thus they phyſically thirlt 

After our bloud, but in the cure (hall burſt, 

Let them not think to make us run 0'ch' ſcore, 

To purchaſe Villanage, as once be fore, 

When an Ad paſt, to {troak them on the head, 

Call them good SubjeQs, buy them Ginger-bread. 

Nor gold, nor Acts of Grace; *cis ſteel muſt tame 

The {tabborn Scot: A Prince that would reclame 

Rebells by yeelding, doth like him, (or worſe) 

Who ſadled his own back to ſhame his horſe. 

Was it for this you gave your leaner ſoil, 

Thus to lard 1/-acl with Zgyprs ſpoil ? 

They are the Goſpels Life-guard;bur for them, 

The Garriſon of new Jeruſalem, 

What would the Brethren do?che Cauſe /che cauſc! 

Sack poſlets, and the Fundamentall Laws! 

Lord! what a goodly thing is want of ſhirts! 

How a Scotch-ftomack, and no meat, converts! 

They wantcd food, and rayment; ſo they took 

Religion fox ther Seamitceſle, and their Cook. 
Unmask 
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Unmask them well; their honours and eſtate, 
r meat: | AS well as conſcience are ſophiſticate. 
lealt. I Shrive but their Titles, and their money poize, 
t, | FATLaird & twenty pound pronounc'd with noiſe, 
When conſtrued, but for a plain Yeoman go, 
K And a good ſober two-pence; and well ſo. 
Hence then y on proud Impoſtors, get you gone, 
You Pics in Gentry and Devotion: 
You ſcandall to the ſtock of Verſe, a race 
Able to bring the Gibdbet in diſgrace. 
_ou Hyperbolus by ſuffering did traduce 
The Oftraciſme, and ſham'd it our of uſe. 
ead, . © The Indian that heaven did forſwear, 
-bread. ſl B:cauſc he heard the Spaniards were there, 
: tame Had he but known what Scots 1n hell had been, 
lame | He would Eraſmes-like have hung between. 
rſe) [My Muſe hath done. A Voider for the nonce; 
ſe, I wrons the Devil,ſhould I pick their bones, 
That dith is his: for when the Scots deceaſe, 
Hell like their Nation feeds on Barnacles. 
A Scot, when from the Gallow-Tree got looſe, 
Drops into $ryx, and turns a Solund- Gooſe. 


- 


The 
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The Scets Apoitaſie. 


St come to this? what ?ſhal the cheeks.of Fame, 
Stretcht wth the breath of ſearned Lowdss name, 
Be flag'd again? and that great piece of ſence, 

As rich in Loyalty, as Eloquence, 

Brought to the Teſt, be found a trick of State ? 
Like Chymiſts tinAtures, prov'd adulterate? 

The Devill ſnre ſuch language did atchicve, 

To cheat our un-fore-warned Grandam Eve, 

As this Impoltor found out, to beſot 

Th' expertenc'd Eypliſp, to believe a Scot. 

Who reconct\*d the Covenants doubtfull ſence? 
The Commons Argument, or the Cities pence? 
Or did you doubt, perſiſtance in one good 
Would fpoil the Fabrick of your Brotherhocd, 
Projected firſt in ſuch a forge of fin, 

Was fit for the grand Devills hammering? 

Or was t ambition, that this damned fat 
Should tell the worid you know the figs you at? 
The infamie this ſuper-creaſon brings, 
Blaſts more then murders of your fxty Kings. 
A crime fo black, as being advis'dly done, 
Thoſe hold with this no competition. 
Kings only ſuffer'd then, in this doth lie 

Ti Afaſination of Afonarchy. | 
Beyond this {in no one ſtep can be trod, 

If not t' attempt depoling of your God. 


Oh 
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Oh | 
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Oh-were you ſo ingag'd,that we might fee 
Heavens angry lightning *Dout your cars to flee, 
Til you were {hriveF'd to duſt; and your cold Larid 
Parcht to 4 drought, beyond the Lybian ſand t 
Bur *cis reſerv'd, and til heaven plague you worſe, 
Be ObjeAs of an Epidemick curſe. 

Firlt, may your brethren, to whoſe viler ends 
Yourpew': hath bauded,ceaſeto count youfriends; 
And prompted by the dictate of their reaſon, 
Reproach the Traytors,though they hug the rreaſ}. 
And may their Jealouſtcs increafe and breed, 

Till they confine your ſteps beyond the T weed. 

In forratgn Nations may your loath'd name be 
A ſtigmatizing brand of Infamy; . 

Till forc'd by generall hate, you ceaſe to rume 
The world, and for a plague go live at home: 

Till you reſume your poverty, and be 

Reduc'd to beg, where none can be ſo free 

To grant; and may your ſcabby Land be all 
Tranſlated to a. genera}l Hoſpitall. | 

Let not the Sun afford one gentle ray, 

To give you comfort of a Summers day; 

Bur, as a Guerdon for your -traiterous, War, 

Live cheriſht only by the Northern Star. 

No ſtranger deign to viſit your rude Coaſt, 

And beto all, but baniſht men, as loſt. | 

And ſuch in height'aing of th* infliion due, © 
Let provok'd Princes ſend them all to you, 


( 4 Your 
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Your State a Chaos be, where not the Law, 
But Power, your Lives and Liberties may awe. 
No Subje&*mongſt you keep a quiet breaſt, 
But each man ſtrive through bloud to be the beſt; 
Till, for thoſe miſeries on us youve brought, 
By your own ſword our juſt revenge be wrought. 
To ſum up all.---let your Religion be, | 
As your Allegiance, mask*d hypocrite: 
Uncill, when Charles ſhall be compos'd in duſt, 
Perfum'd with Epithetes of Good and 7 u#t ; 
HE fav'd; incenſed Heaven may have forgot 
T' aftord one at of mercy to a Scot; 

Unlefle that Scot deny himſelf, and do 

(Whats caficr far) renonnce his Nation too; 
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Rupertiſmas. 


That I could but vote my ſelf a Poet ! 

Orhad the Legiſlative knack to do it! 

Or, like the Doftors Militant, could get 

Dub'd at adventures Verſer Banneret! 

Or hadI (acxs trick to make my Rimes 

Their own Antipodes, and track the times: 

Faces abont, ſaies the Remonfrant (ſpirit ; 

Allegiance 1s Malignant, Treaſon Merit: 

Huntingtow-colt, that pos'd the Sage Recorder, 

Might þc a Sturgeon now, and paſle by Order : L 
Ha 


ler, 
ler : 
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Had I but £1fng*sSifc (that ſplay-month'd brother) 
That declares one way, and yet means another: 
Could I but write a-{quint; then(Sir) long fince - 
Youhad been ſuns, A Great and Glorions Princes 
] had obſerv'd the Language of the daies; 
Blaſphem*d you; and chen Periwig'd the Phraſe 
With humble ſervice,and ſuch other Fultian, 

Bels which ring backward in this great combuſtion. 
Ihad revil'd you, and withour offence, 

The Literall, and Equitable Sence 
Would make it good: when all fails,that wil dot; 
Sure that diſtinction cleft the Devill's foot. 

This were my DialeA,would your Highneſs pleaſe 
To read me but with Hebrew Spe@acles: *® 
Interpret Counter, what is Crofle rehears'd: 
Lideclls are commendations, when revers d. 

Jult as an Optique Glalle contradts the light 

At one end, but when turn'd doth multjply'c. 

But you'ce inchanred, Sir; you're doubly free 

From the.great Guns, and ſquibding Poetry: 

Whom neither Bilbo, nor Invention pierces, 

Proof even *gainſt th* Artillery of Verſes. 

Strangelthat che Muſes cannot wound. your Mail; 

If not their Art, yet let their Sex prevail. 

At that known Leaguer, where the Bonny Beſſes 

Supplied the bow-{triogs with their twiſted rtrefſes, 

Your ſpels could ne're have fenc'd you:ev'cy arrow 
Had .launc'd:your noble breſt;8& drunk the narrow: 
| For 


For beanty, like white powder makes no noiſe; 

And yet the ſilent Hyporrite deſtroyes. 

Then nſe the Nuns of H: icon with pity, . 

Left #harton tell his Goſſips of the City, 

That y ou kill women too; nay maids, and ſuch 

Their General! wants 43litia to touch, 

Impotent Eſſex! is « not a ſhame 

Onur Common-wealth, like to a Twrkiſbþ Dame, 

Should have an Exnuch-Guardian? may the be 

Raviſh'd by Charles, rather then ſav'd by thee. 

But why, my Muſe, like a Green-licknefſe-Girle, 

Feed*lt chou on coals and dirc? a Gelding Earl 

Gives no more reliſh to thy Female Palat, 

Then to that, Aﬀſe did once the Thiſtle-Sallat. 

Then quir the barren Theme; and all at once 

Thou and thy fiſters like bright Amazozs, 

Give Rwpert an alarum, Rupert? one 

Whoſe name is wit's Superfeetation. 

Makes fancy, like er: rnitie's round womb, 

Unite all Vatour, preſent, paſt, ra come. 

He, who the old Philoſophy controuls, 

That voted down plurality of ſouls 

He breaths a grand Commitree; all that were 

The wonders of their Ape, conltellate here. 

And as the elder ſiſters growch and ſence 

(Souls Paramount themſelves) in man commence 

Bac faculties of reaſons Queen; no more 

Ace they to.him{who were compleat before. + 
| _ Ingre- 
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Ingredients of his vertue thread the Beads 
Of Ceſar's Aﬀts, great Pompey's ang the Sweds: 
And *cis a bracelet fit for Rupert's hand, 
By which that valt Triamvirate is ſpan 'd. 

Here, here 1s Palmeſtry; here you may read 

How long the world {hal live,& when'c (hal bleed. 
Whatever man winds up, that Rypert hath: 

For nature rais'd him of the Publike Faith, 
Pandora's brother,to make up whole ſtore, 

The Gods were fain to run upon the ſcore. 

Such was the Painters Brieve for YVenxs face 

item an eye from fave, a lip from Grace. 

Let {ſaac and his Cit'z, flea of the place 

That tips their Antlers for the Calf of Stace; 

Ler the zeal twanging Noſe, that wants a ridge, 
Snuffling devoutly, drop his ſilver bridge: 

Yes, and the Golſlips ſpoon avgment.the ſum, 
Although poor {, aleb loſe his Chriltendome: 
Repert out-weighs thar in his ſterling (elf, 

Which their ſelf-wants paics in commuting pelf. 
Pardon, great Sir; for that ignoþle crew 

Gains, when made bankrupt inthe ſcales with yon. 
As he, who in his character of light 

Stil'd it Gods ſhadow, made it far more bright 

By an Eclipſe fo glorious;(light is dim, 

And a black nothing, when compar'd to him:) 
So "cis 11]uſtrious to be Reperts foil, 
And ajult Trophee to be made his pail. 


Vie 
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Fle pin my faith on the Diurnalls fleeve 
Hereafter, and the G#i/d- Hall Creed beleeve ; 
TheConqueſts which the Common-Councel hears 
With their wide liſt'aing mouths from the great 
That ran away M triumph: ſuch a Foe (Peers, 
Can make them victors1n their overthrow... 
Where providence and valour meet in one, 
Courage ſo poiz'd with circumſpection, 
That he revives the quarrell once again 
OF the ſouls throne, whether in heart or brain; 
And leaves it a drawn match: whoſe fervour can 
Hatch him, whom Nature poach'd but half a man. 
His Trumpet, like the Angell's at the laſt, 
Makes the ſoul riſe by a miraculous blalt, 
*[ was the Mount ethos cary*d in ſhape of man 
(As *t was defin'd by th* Jacedonian) 
-Whoſe right hand ſhould a populousLand contain, 
The left ſhould be a Channell to the main: 
His ſpirit might inform th' Amphibious figure; 
Yet itraight-jac'd ſwears for a Nominion bigger: 
The terrour of whoſe name can out of ſeven, 
(Like Falftaffe's Buckram-men) make fly eleven. 
Thus ſome grow rich by breaking; Vipers thus 
B» being ſlain, are made more numerous. 
No wonder they'| confeſle no lofle of men; 
For Rupert knocks'em, till they, gig agen. 
They fear the Giblers of his train; they fear 
Even his Dog, that four leg'd Cavalier : 

He 


He 
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He that devours the ſcraps,which Lundsford makes, 
Whoſe picture feeds vpon a child in ſtakes: 

Who name but Char /es, he comes aloft for him, 
But holds up his Mal:guant leg at Pym. 

'Gainſt whom they've ſeverall Articles in ſouſe; 
Firlt,that ke barks ap ainſt the ſence o'ch Houſe. 
Reſolv'd Delinquent, tro the Tower ſtraight; 
Either to ch* Lions, or the B:ſhops Grate. 


* Next, for his ceremoniovs wag 0'th tail: 


Bat there the Siſterhood will be his Bail, 

Art leaſt the Counteſle will, Lyſt's Amflerdam, 
That lets in all religious of the game. 
Thirdly, he ſmells Incelligence, that's better, 

And cheaper too, then Pyw's from his own Letter: 
Who's doubly paid (fortune or we the blinder?) 
For making plots, and then for Fox the finder. 
Laſtly,he is a Divel without doubr; 

For when he would lie down, he wheels abour; 
Makes circles, and is couchant in a ring, 

And therfore ſcore up one for conjuring.(quarter! 
What canſt thou ſay , thon wretch ? O Quarter, 
Fme but an Inſtrument, a meer S. Arthur. 

IfI mult hang, O let not « ur fates vary, 

Whoſe office *cis alike to fetch, and carry. 

No hopes of a reprieve, the mutinous ſtir 

That ſtrung the Jeſaite, will diſpatch a cur. 
Were a Devill, as the Redell fears, 

I {ce the Houſe would try me by my.Peers. 


There 
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There Fowler, there! ah Fowler! ſt! *ris nought 
Whate'ce th' Accuſers cry, they're at a fauit; 
And Glyn, and Maynard have no more to ay, 
Then when the glorious Srrafford ſtood at Bay. 

- Thus Labells but annex'd to him we lce, 
Enjoy a copyhold of Victory. 
S Peters ſhadow heal'd; Ryperts is ſuch, 
*Lwould find S. Peters work, yet wonnd as much. 
He gags their guns, defeats their dire intent, 
The Cannons do bur liſp and complement. 
Sure ove deſcended in a leaden (ſhower 
 Toget this Perſe: hence the fartall power 
Of thot is ſtrangled: bullets thus allid, 
Fear to commit an a& of Parricide. 
Go on brave Prince, an d make the world confeſle, 
Thou arr the greater world, and thatche lefle. 
Scatter th* accamulartive King; untruſs 
That five-fold fiend, the States Symeeftymnnuy; 
Who place Religion in their Velam-ears; 
As 1n their Phylacters the Jews dtd theirs. 
England's a Paradiſe (and a modeſt Word) 
Since guarded by a Cherub's flaming Sword . 
Your name can ſcare an Athieſt to his prayers; 
And cure the Chin-coug h better then the bears. 
Old S$y6i17 charms the Tooth-ach with you: Nurſe 
Makes you ſtil children;nay & the pond'rous curſe 
The Clowns ſalute with, is deriv'd from you; 
(NowRupert anke thee, Rogue how doſt thou do?) 

\ In 
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In fine, the name of Repert thunders ſo, 
Kimbolton's but a rumbling Wheel-barrow. 


_— 
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Epitaph on the Earle of Stratford. 


Ere lies Wiſe and Valiant Duſt, 
ich Huddled up *ewixt Fir and Juſt: 
*  PSrrafford, who was hurried hence 

Twixt Treaſon and Convenience. 
He ſpent his time here in a Miſt ; 
A Papift, yet a Catviniſt. 
His Prince's neareſt Joy, and Grief. 
He had, yet wanted all Relief. 
The Prop and Ruine of the State; 
he people's violent Love, and Hate: 
One in extreams lov'd and abhor'd. 
Kiddles lic here; or in a word, 
ere lies Bloud; and ler it lic 
peechleſle ftill, and never cry. 
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EpitaphiumThome Comitis Strafforati, 8c 


Emerge Cinis, tuumg; ſolus qui potis es, ſcribe Epitaphia : 
Nequit Wentworthi norefſe facundus vel Cinis. 
Effare Marmor: & quem expifti comprehendere, 

Made & Exprimere. 

Candidius meretur urna, quam quod rubris 
N otatum eſt literis, Elogium. 

Atlas Regiminis Menarchict hic jacet laſſus: 

Sccunda Orbis Bricannici intelzgentia:- 
Rex Politiz, & Prorex Hiberniz, 
Straftordii, & Virtutum, Comes: 
Ffens Jovis, Mercurii ingenium, & lingua Apollinis; 
Cui Anglia Hiberniam debuzr, ſcipſam Hibernia, 

Syd us Aquilonicum, quo ſub rubicunda veſpera occidente, 
Nox Grut & dics viſa cſt: nr 0 oculoficuit, 
Levoque latais eſt Anglia, 

Theatrum Honer#s, itemque Scena calamitoſa virtutis 

Aforibus, morbo, morte, & invidia, 
Qt reriis animoſa Regnis nowvicit tamen, 
Scd opprefiit. 
$1 c inclinauit Heros (non minus) Caput 
Bellue (vel fic) mulrorum Capttum: 
Merces favoris Sootici, prater pecuni4s: 
Erubuit ut tetigit ſecurts, 
Similem quippe nunquam deguſtavit ſanguinem, 
Monſtrum narro: fuir iam infenſus Legibus, 
ttt prius Legem, quam nata foret, violavit; 

_ " Hunc tamen nou ſuſtulit Lex, 

Verum Neceſſitas, non habens Legem. 

Avi Viator, catera memorabuatt poſtert. 
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01 the Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 


Need no Muſe to give my paſſion vent, 
He brews his tears char ſtudics co lament. 

Verle chymically weeps, thar pious rain 
Diſtiiid with Arc, is bur the ſk ear o*ch* brain. 
Who ever ſob/d in nambers? can a groan 
Be quaver'd our by ſoft diviſion? 
*[is rrue,tor common formall Elec g1es, 
Not Beſhells Wells can match a Pucts eyes 
In wanton water- works: heel tune his tears 
From a Geneva Jig up to the Sphears, 
Bur when he mourns at diſtance, weeps aloof, 
Now that the Conduit head is 0ar own roof, 
Now that the Fate 1s publique, we may call 
it Britasas Veſpers, Enolaxa's Funeral, 
Who hath a Pcnlill to cxpretlc the Saint, 
Buc he hath eycs coo, wallung oftthe paint ? 
There is no learning but what tears ſurround 
Like co Seths Pillars 1h the Deluge drown'd. 
There 1s no Church, Religion 15 grown 
From much of lare,thar ſheesincreaſt to none; 
Like an Hydropick body ful of Rhewms, 

ir{t ſwells into a bubble, then conſumes. 

he Law i» dead, or caſt into a trance, 

ne bya Law dough- -bak'r, an Ordinance, 

D 
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The Lyturgy, whoſe doom was yoted next, 
Died as a Comment upon him the text. 
There's nothing lives, life is ſince he'is gone, 
But a NoRturnall Lucubration. 

Thus you have ſeendeaths invenygory read 
In the ſum totall---Canterburie s dead, 

A ſight would make a Pagan to baptize 
Himſelf a Convert in his bleeding eyes. 
Would thaw the rabble, thar fieree beaſt of ours, 
( T hat which Agera-like weeps and devours ) 
Tears that flow brackiſh from their ſouls within, 
Not to repent, but pickle up their fin. 

Mean time no ſqualid grief his look defiles, 

He guilds his ſadder fate with noble ſmiles. 
Thus the worlds eye with reconciled ſtreams 
Shines in his ſhowers as if he wept his beams. 
How could ſucceſle ſuch villanies applaud? 

The ſtate in Srrafford fell, the Church in Land: 
The twins of publike rage, adjudg'd to die, 

For Treaſons they ſhould a&, by Prophecy. 

The fats were done before the Laws were made, 
Thetrump turn'd up after the game was plai'd, 
' Bedull great ſpirits, and forbear to climbe, 
For worth is ſin, and eminence a crime. 

No Church-man can be innocent and high, 
'Tis height makes Granthars ſteeple ſtand awry, 


0n 
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onl. W. A. B. of York. 


go my young Sephiſter, what think'lt of this? 


Chimera's reall; Ergo fallerss. 

The Lamb and Tyger, Fox and Gooſe agree, 
And here concorp'rate in oneProdigie. 
Call an Harsſ/pex quickly; let him ger 
Sulphur and Torches, and a Lawrell wet, 
To purihe the place, for ſure the harms 
This monſter will produce, tranſcend his Charms, 
'ſ1s Natures Maſter-piece of errour, this; 
And redeems whatever ſhe did amiſs, 
Before, from wonder and reproach, this laſt 
Legitimateth all her by-blows paſt. 

Loe here a Generall Metropolita n 
An Arch-Prelatique Presbyrerian. 
Behold his ptous Garbs, Canonique Face, 
A zealous Epiſcops-maſtix Grace; 
A fair blew-apron'd Prieſt,a Lawn-fleev'd brother, 
One Leg a Pulpit holds, a Tub the other. 
Let's give him a fit name now, if we can, 
And make th* Apoſtate once more Chriſtian, 
Proteus we cannot call him; he put on 
His change of ſhapes by a Succeſſion; 
Nor the Welch Weather-cock ; for that we find, 
At once doth only wait upon the wind: 
D 2 
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Theſe ſpeak him npt;but if you'l name him right, 
Call him Religious Hermaphrodite. 

His head ch ſanRified mould iscaſt, 

Yet ſ{ticksth' abominable Miter faſt, 

He ſtill retains the Lordſhip and the Gyace , 

And yet has got a reverend Elders place. 

- Such acts mult needs be his, who did deviſe 

By crying Alcars down, to ſacrifice 

To private malice; where you might have ſeen 
His confcience holocauſted to his ſpleen. 
Unhappy Church! the Viper that did (hare 

Thy greateit honours, helps to make thee bare, 
And void of all thy dignitics and ſtore. 

Alas! thine own fon proves the Forrcſt-boar ; 
And like the Dam-deſtroying Cuckow, he, 
When the thick ſhell of his Welſh pedigree, 

By thy warm folt'ring bounty did divide 

And open, {trait thence ſprung forth parricide: 
As if *ewas jult revenge ſhould be diſpatch 

In thee,by th*Monſter, which thy ſelf hadit hatch, 
Deſpair not though;in Wales there may be gor, 
As well as Lincolnſhire an antidote, 

*Gainſt the foul'lt venom hecan pic ,though's head 
Were chang from fſubtill gray to poysnous red. 
Heaven with propititous eys will look upon 

Our party, now the curſed thing is gone; _ 

And chaltiſe Rebells,who nought elſe did miſs 
Fo fill the.meaſure of their fins, but his; 


Whole 
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Wah ofe fon} unparallel'd apoſtafie, 

Like to his ſacred charaRter, ſhall be 

Indelible; when ages then of late 7 
More h:ppy grown, with moſt impartiall fate, 
A period to his dates and time {hall give, 

He by ſuch Epitaphs as this ſhall live. 


| 33 
Sit, 


Here Yorks great Mcttopolitan # /aid, 
en Who Gods Anointed, and biz Church betraid, 


are, —_— 
© Marke Antheny, 

Ve as theNiphtingalcchantedherVeſpers, 
1 V And the wild Foreſter couch'd on. the 
1de: 


Ven invited me in thEvening whiſpers,( ground, 
| Uno a fragrant field with Roſescrowti'd: _.. 
hatch, Woerc the before had-fent 


- got, My wiſhes complement; 4. 
Unto my hearts content, | 
1's head Plaid with me onthe Green. 
Dus rel” Never Mark Anthony 
n Dallied more wantonly 
ic With the fair Egyptian Queen, 
miſs 


| BS... 5 Fiſt 
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Firft on her cherry cheeks I mine eys feaſted, 
Then fear of ſurfeiting made me retire: . 
Next on her warm lips, which when I taſted, 
My duller ſpirits made active as fire. 

Then we began to dart 

Each at anothers heart, 

Arrows that knew no imart: 

Sweet lips and ſmiles between, 

Never Mark, &c. 


Wanting a glaſle to plate her amber treſles, 
Which like a bracelet rich decked mine arm; 
Gawdier then 7«no wears. when as ſhe graces 
Zove with embraces more ſtately then warm. 
Then did ſhe peep in mine 

Eyes humour Chryſtalline; 

I in hereyes was ſcen, 

As if we one had been. 

Never Mark, &c. 


Mylticall Grammar of amorous glances, 
Feeling of pulſes the Phyſick of Love, . 
Rhetoricallcourtings, and Muſicall Dances; 
Numbruing of kiſſes Arithmetick prove. 

Eyes like Aſtronomy, 

Streight limb'd Geometry: 

In her hearts ingeny 

Our wits are ſharp and keen, 

Never Mark, &c. 
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The Authors eMock-Song to Marke An- 
_ thony; 


(tins 
Hen as the Night-raven ſung Ptuto's Mat- 
V And Cerberus cried three Amens at a houl; 
When night-wandring Witches put on their pat- 
Midnight as dark as their faces are foul: (tins, 
Then did ow furies doom 
That the night- mare was come; 
Such a alr2, orh Groom 
Puts dowh S#*. Pomfret clean. 
Never did Incubus 
Touch ſuch a filthy Sus, 
As this foul Gypſie Quean, 


Firſt on her goosberry cheeks I mine eyes blaſted, 
Thence fear of vomiting made me retire 
Unto her blewer lips, which when I taſted, 
My ſpirits wete duller then Dun in the mire, 
But then her breath took place, 
Which went an uſhers pace, 
And made way forher face; 
You may gueſſe what 1 mean, 
Never did Incubus 
Touch = 2 ny y Sus, 
As this foul fie Quean. 
Th: | Pe" D 4 Like 
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Like Snakes Ss ay were plated her treſſes, 
Or like the flimy ſtreaks of ropy ale; 
' Uglier then Envy wears, when ſhe confeſſes 
Her head is periwig'd with adders tail. 

But as foon as ſhe ſpake, 

I heard a harſh Mandrake: 

Laugh not at my miſtake, 

| Her head is Epiccene. 

Never did, &Cc: 


M vſticall Magick of. conjuring wrinckles, 
Feeling of pulſes, che Palmeſtry of Hags, 
Scolding out belches for Rhetoricktwinckles, 
With three teeth in her head like co three gags. 

Rainbows about her eys, 

And her noſe weather-wiſe, 

From them th' Almanack lies, 

Froſt, Pond, and Rivers clean, 
Never did, &c. 


CHARACTER 
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A Lendon-Dimnall. 


ARE is a puny Chronicle,ſcarce pin-fea- 
ther'd with the wings of time: It is an Hiſto- 
ry in Sippets; the Engliſh [{;41s in a Nut-ſhell; the 
Apocryphal Parliaments book of Maccabees in fin- 
gle ſheets. It would tire a Welch pedigree, to 
reckon how many aps *cis remoy'd from an An- 
nall: Forit is of that ExtraQt; only of the youn- 
ger Houſe, like a Shrimp to a Lobſter. The original 
ſianer in this kind was Dutch ; Calliobelgicus the 
Protoplaſt;and the modern Mercuries but Hans -en- 
Kelders. The Counteile of Zealand was brought to 
bed of an Almanack ; as many Children, as daies 
in the year, It may be the Legiſlative Lady is of 
that Linage; fo ſhe ſpawns the Dirrnals, and they 
at Weftminſter , take chem in Adoption , by the 
names. of Scoticas, (iwvicus, Britanicus, In the 
Frontiſpice of the old Be/dame- Dinrnall, —_ 


4 , FF The Charatter 
Contents of the Chapter, fits the Houſe Com- 
mons. judging the twelve Tribes of 7/raet. You 
may call them the Kingdoms Anatomy before the 
weekly Kalender : For ſuch is a Dizrnall, the day 
ef. the moneth, with what weather in the Com- 
monwealth. *Tis taken-for the pulſ: of the Body 
golitike; and the Emperick-D:vines of the Al- 
fembly., choſe ſpirituall Dragooners, thum) it ac- 
eprdingly. Indeed it is a pietty Synopſis; and thoſe 
grave Rab5res (though in point of Divinity)trale 
mno Jarger Anchors, The country-Carriec,when 
It buyes it for the Vicar, mitcailsit the Urandl! : 
yer properly enough; for it caſts the water of the 
Snare, ever ſince ir italed blood. Ir differs from an 
Atlicrts, as the Devill and his Exorciſt ; er asa 
wick Witch doth from a white one, whoſe othce 
wow unravell her inchantments. | 

It begins uſually with an Ordinance, which 1s a 
Law iti}}-born,dropt,becfore quickned by the-Roy- 
all Aſl-nt: Tis one of the Parliaments by-blowes, 
(&dts being legitimate)& hath no more Syre then 
a Spaniſh Genner, that's begotten by the wind. 

Thus their AZiria{like its patron Aſars) 1s the 
auc only of the mother , without the concourſe 
@ Royall [upiter, Yer-Law it is, if they vote. it, 
flrongh 1n defiance of their Fandamentalls; like the 
eld Sexton, who ſwore his Clock went true, what 
exer the Sun (aid to the contrary. | 
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om- | The next Ingredient of a Diarnall is plots, haw- 
You rible plots; which with wonderfull ſagacity itt 
e the hunts ary-foot, while they are yer in rheir Cauſes, 
e day beſore Materia prime Can put on her ſmock. How 
20 M= many ſuch fits of the mother have rroubled the 
Body Kingdoins, and (for 211 Sir Walter Erle looks like a 
 Aſ- | Man-Midwife) nor yet delivered of ſo much asa 
tr AC- cuthion ! But Ators mult have their Properties; 
hoſe And, {1nce the Stages were voted down, the onely 
-r21e Play-houte ts at IWeſtminſter. | 

vhen Sucable to their plots are their Informers, Skips 
1dtl - pers and Tailors; Spaniells both for the Land and 
- the the Water: Good con{cionable Intelligence ! Folly 
m an however P3w's Bil! may uiflame the reckontngg 
* 25A the honeſt Ve rmiine beve nor lo much for lying 8 


face the publibe Faith. 
| Thus a zealous Botcher in Moreficlds, while he 


\ iS 2 ws contriving ſome ©wuirpo-cut of Chuch-Go- 
Roy- veroment, by che hclp of his out-lying Eates, and 
WES, the Otnconſticon of the Spirit , diſcovered tuchu 
then plot, that Seldex tirtends ro Combute, Antiquity, 
|. and maintain it was a Taylors Goole that picket 
s the y2d the GC aputol. 6 

zurfe I wonder my Lord of Canterbrry is not once 
te.it, more all-to-berraycoi'd for dcaling with the Lt 
e che ons, to ſettle rhe { czzmiſion of Array in the Tow 
yhat er. It would do well togramip the Articles Dot- 


mant,belidestiue200% uniy vf 1cfurming thoſe 
Beaits 
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Beaſts of the Pretopative, and changing their pro- 
phaner names of Hayyy and Charles, into Nehensi- 
ah and Eleazer. | 

' Suppoſe a Corn-cutter , being to pive little 7. 
* faacacalt ofhis Otfice, ſhould fall co paring his 
Brows, miſtaking the one end for the other ; be. 
cauſe he branches at both. This would be a plot; 
and the next Diurnall would furniſh you with this 
Scale of Votes. 

Reſolved upon the Queſtion, that this AR of the 
Corn-cutters was an abfulute Inyaſton of the Cr. 
ties Charter, in the repreſentative Forchead of 
Iſaac.Reſolved,that the evill Councellours about 
the Corn-cutter arePopifhly afeRed,and Enemies 
' to the State. Reſolved, that there be a publique 
Thankſgiving for the great deliverance of 1/aac's 
Brow-antlers; and a ſolemn Covenant drawn up, 
to defie the Corn-curtter, 2nd all his works. 

Thus the ©#:ixers of this Age fight with the 
Windmills of their own heads; quell Monſters of 
their own creation, make plots, and then diſcover 
them; as who fitter to unkennell the Fox, then the 
Tarryer, that is a part of him. 

In the third place march their Adventures; the 
RoxndbeadsT.egend, the Rebells Romance; ſtories 
of a larger {1ze, then the Ears of their SeQ;able to 
ſtrangle the belief of a Solri-fidzan. 

PFle preſent them in their Order; and firlt, as a 
Whitte- 


» the 
tories 
bleto 


[t, as 2 


(hiffe- 
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WhiMler before the:-ſhow, enter Stamford g,one 
that trod the Stage with the firſt , travers' his 
ground, made a leg and Exit. The Countrey-peo- 
ple took him for one, that by Order of the Houſes 
was to dance a Morice through the Welt of Zug- 
land.Well, hee's a nimble Gentleman, ſet him but 
upon Barks his Horſe in a ſaddle Rampant, and ir 
is a great queſtion , which part of the Centanr 
ſhews better tricks. 

There was a Vote paſſing to tranſlate him,with 
all his Equipage into Monumentall-Ginger-bread; 
but it wascroſs'd by the Female-Committee , a]- 
ledging that the Valour of his Image would bite 
their children by the tongues. 

This Cubit and an half of Commander, by the 
help of a D:izrnall, routed his enemies fifty miles 
off: 'ris ſtrange you'l ſay , and yet it is generally 
b:lieved, he would as ſoon do it at that diſtance, 
as nearer hand. Sure it was his ſword, for which 
the weapon ſalve was invented:that ſo wounding 
and healing, like loving (orrelates, might both 
work at the lame removes. 

\ Bur the Squib is run to the end of the Rope. 
Room for the Prodigy of Ualour, Madam Atropos 
in breeches, Wallers Knight: errantry: and, becauſe 
every CMonntibauk mult have his Z any,throw him 
in Haſterigge , to ſet off his ſtory : theſe two like 
Bel and the Dragon, are alwaies worſhipped in 
the ſame Chapter : they hunt in their Couples , 


what 
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what,one deth at-the head, the other ſcores up 

Thus they Kill a man over and over, as Hopky 
and Sternhold murder the Pſalms, with another 
}þe fame; one chimes allin , and thera the oth 
ſtrikes up, as the Saints bell. | 

E wonder, for how many lives my Lord Hoptos 
foul rook the Leaſe of his body, 

Ficſt, Sramford flew him: then aller out-kille 
thathalf a Bar: and yer it is thought the ſulle 
corps would ſcarce bleed , were boih theſe Mar 
flayers never ſo nearit. 

The fame goes of a Dutch-Heads-man, that þ 
would do his othce with fo much eaſe and dexre 
rity.that che Head after execution ſhonld ſtand {t 
upon the (ſhoulders: pray God Sir ;/;am be nc 
Prebationer for the place. For,as if he had the lik 
kanck too; molt of thoſe, whom the D7izrnal hat 
flain for him, co us poor Mortals ſeem untouche. 

Thus theſe Artificers of Death can Kill th 
man, without wounding the body,like Lightnin; 
that melts the Sword, and ncyerfinges the Scat 
bard. | | 

This is the #/i/1:am, whole Lady is the Congn, 
For; This 15 the Cities Champion, and the Dinrnal 
Delight ; he , that Cuckolds the Generallin h 
Cammiſſon: for, he {talks with Efſex, and (hoo 
uader his belly, bccauſc his Oxcclicacy himſelf 
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not charged there, . Yer in all this triymph there 
is a Whip and a Bell : tranſlate but the Scene to 
Round-away-down : There Haſlerigg's Lob- 
ſers were turned intoCrabs , and rd back- 
wards : there poor Sir William ran to. his Lady 
for a uſe of conſolation, ty | 
Bur the Dizrnal is weary of an arm. of Fleſh, 
and now begins an Hoſazna to Crampel , one 
that hath bear up his Drums clean thorow the Old 
Teftanient : you may learn che Genealogie of our 
Saviqur,by the names in hisRegiment, The Muſter- 
maſter uſes no other Lift then the fult Chapter of 
Alatthew, | R101 | 
With what face can they objeftro.the King the 
bringing in of Forraigners , when theraſelves en- 
tertain'iuch an Army of Hebrews ? This Cram- 
wel 's never fo yalordus , as when he is- making 
Speeches for the Aﬀociation-; which neyerthelels 
he doth ſomewhat ominouſly, with his neck awry, 
holding up his car, as if he expeRed Adahomet's 
Pigeon. to come and prompt him. He. ſhould he © 
2 bird of Prey tao , by 'his bloody beak. : tys 
Noſe is able-to try a young Eagle, whether ſhe he 
lawfully begotten, But all is not Gold that gliſters. 
What we wonder at in the reſt of; them, is.natural[ 
to him , To kill without blood-ſhed-,; for, moft 
of his'Trophecs ate in a Church-window ;, whea 


« Locking-glaf would ſhow hir 3 
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tion. Hes ſo perfeKThater of Images, that | 
hath defaced God's inhis own countenance, If | 
deal with"Men , it is when he takes them nappir 
in ah old Menument : Then down goes duſt ar 
aſhes : and the ſtouteſt Cayahier is no berter. +4 
braye Oliver ? Times Voider, ' Sub-fizer to: xt 
Worms ; in whom Death, that formerly deyou 
ed our Anceſtors, now chews the Cud, | He fai 
Grace once, as if he would have fallen aboar 
with the Marqueſs of Neweaft/e > Nay, and th 
Diurnal gave you his bilt of Fare : but it-proye 
a running-Banquet , as appears by the ſtory. Be 
lieve him as he whiſtles to his Cambridge-Teen 
of Committee-men, and he doth Wondets. | | Bu 
Holy men'(like the Ho'y Language) mult be reac 
backwards. They rifle Colledges:, to. promot 
Leatning ;'and pull down Churches; -for: Edifica 
tion. But Sacriledge is intailed upon him: Ther 
muſt be a ©romwel for Cathedrals,as well as Ab. 
"beys. A Reure finner, whoſe offence carries its par 
don in its mouth : For,”How can he be hanged fo 
Chinch-robbery,whichgives i ſelf the. beacfir of 
the Clergie ? 2 ii 77 


% 


But for all Cromwel's Noſe wears the Domigt- 
cal letrer, er, compared ro Mancheſfter,he.is but 
like the Vigvlsto rb re \ This; this is the 
man of 'God'; fo fanAified a Thunderboſt., that 
Burroughs; in a proportionable bla iphemy to his 
Lord of hoſts , would {tile him the eArc angel, 
Sg 
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' Who will be reyenged- upon all Learning , becauſe. 
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” Indeed, as the Angels > each of them makes 2 
ſeveral ſpecies ; ſoeyery one of his Souldiers is a - 


-viving Batteb ro the Devil. -- 


diſtin Church. Had: theſe Beaſts been: to enter 
into the Ark; it would have puzled Noah to haye 


ſorted theminto pairs, If ever there wete a rope 
of Sand,'it was ſo many Sects twiſted into an Af- 
lociation. 4< 

They agree in nothing, but they areall Adam- 
;tes-in Underſtanding, Its the fign of a Coward, 
to wink ahd fight ; yerall their Valour proceeds 
from: their gnorAnuce. 


But I wonder whence their General's purity 


proceeds + it is not by TraduGtion, If he was be- 


gotten-a Saint » it was by Equiyocal generation: 
for the Devil in the father , is turn'd Monk in the 
fon: ſo his Godlinefs is of the fame parentage 
with good Laws; both extracted our of bad Man- 
ners ; and would he alter the Scripture,as he hath 
attempted the Creed, hemight vary the Text;and 
fay to Corruption, Thou art my Father. 

This is he,.that bath. put our one of the King- 
doms eyes , by clouding our Mother-Univerfity ; 
and (if this Scotch miſt turther prevail) will extin- 

uiſh this other. He hath rhe like quarrel to beth, 
becauſe both are ſtrung with the ſame Oprick, 
nerve,” Rnowing Logalty. Barbarous Rebel! 


E 2 his 


"Sa 
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his Treaſon is beyond the Mercy of the Book. - 
* ' The'Dinrral, as yet , hath not talkt much of 
his Victories ; but there is the more behinde : For 
the Knight mult always beat the Giant : that's re- 
foly'd. If any thing El out amils', which cannot 
be ſnotheted; the Dixr»a/ hath a help at Maw : 
itis bur Putring to Sea, and taking a Daniſh Fleet 
Or brev4ing it with ſome {uccets our of . /relard, 
and it FOES down merrily: 

There are more Puppers,that move by the wyre 
of a Diurnal ; as Brereton and Gell , two of 
Mars his Petty-toes ; tach ſniveling Cowards. 
that it is a favour to calt them 10. Was Breretor 
tro fioht withhis teeth, as in all other things he re» 
ſembles- the beaſt , he would have oddes of any 
man at the weapon : O he's a terrible flaughter- 
man at a Thankigiving-Dinner : had he been a 
Cannibal, to have eaten thole that he yanquiſkt; 
his Gut would have made him valiant. | 
* The greateſt wonder is at Fazrfax how he 
comes to be a babe of Grace. Certainly iris not 
in his perſonal, but (as the Stare-Sophies diſtin- 
-guiſh) in his Politick capacity ; regenerated ab 
extra, by the zeal of the Houle he tate in;as Chic- 
kens are hatcht at Grand Cairo, bythe adoption 
of an Oven, —*- D | 

| Fhere is the Woodmonper too , a feeblecrutch 
ro a dceelining Caule ; a fiew Branch of the -old 
Oak of Reformation. And 
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And now I ſpeak of Reformation, YOU AVER, 
Fox the Tinker , the livelieſt Embleme of it that 
may be : For, what did this Parliament ever $0 
about to reform. but Tinker-wiſe, in mending one 
10le, they made three. 
But {hw not Ink enough to cure all the Tet- 
ters and Rinoworms of the State. 

I will clole up all, thus : The ViRtories of the 
Rebels are like the Magical Combat of Apx- 
leis ; who, thinking he had ſlain all three of 
his Enemies, found them at laſt but a Triumyirate 
of Bladders. Such, and fo empty , are the Trt- 
umphs of a Diarzal , but ſo many impoſthuma- 
ted Fancies, ſo many Bladders of their own blows 
ing. 


The CharaGer of a 


Country-CoMMITTEE-MAN 
With the Ear-mark of a 


SEQUESTRATOR. 


; Committee-man by his name ſhould be 
one that is poſleſſed , ther's number 
enough in the compellation to make an 
Epithite for -Legion ; he is perſona 1 concreto 
( to borrow the Soleciſme of a modern Stateſ+ 
man) you may tranſlate it by the red bull phraſe 
and ſpeak as properly, enter feyen deyills ſo/z, 
It is a well truſt title that contains both-the nume 
ber and the beaſt. For a Committee-man is a 
noun of Multitude, he muſt be ſpelled with fi- 
gures, hike Antichriſt wrapped in a paire Royal 
of Sixes, thus the name 1s as monſtrous as the 
man, a cowpleat notion of the ſame linnage with 
accumulatiye treaſon : for his office,it is the refur- 
rection of the Ileptarchy <= Eng land tricters, it is 
Wy 


+ the 
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the broken mearof a Crumbling Prince, onely the 
Royalty 1s greater, for it is here, as in thetmiracle 
of Eoavyesthe yoyder exeteds the Bill of fate, the 
Pope and he rings the Changes ; here is a plural- 
ity of Crowns to one head, joyne them together 
and ther's harmony in diſcord, the ttipple crows 
ned-Turn-Key of Heaven, with the tripple headed 
porter of hell. A Committee-man is the reliques 
ot Regal Goyernment, but like holy reliques he 
out-bulks the ſubſtance whereof he 1s a temnanr, 
ther's a ſcore of Kings in a Committee as in the 
reliques of the Crofle, ther's the number of twen- 
ty. Thisis the Gyant with the. hundred hands that 
weilds the Scepter, the tyrannical Beade-Roule 
by which the Kingdome prays backward,and with 
a kind of Rebws,: at every Curſe drops a Come 
. rittee-man. Let CH ARLES be wayycd whoſe 
conducing clemency aogravates the detection, and 
rhake Nero the queſtion, better a Nero then a 
Committee, Ther's lefſe execution by a ſingle bul- 
ler then by cale-ſhot. : 
Now a Ceommittee-man is a party coloured 
Officer, he muſt be drawn like Jan with Croſs 
and Pile in his countenance , as he-relates to the 
Souldiers, or face about to his fleecing the Couns 
try look upon him Martially and he is a Juſtice 
of War; one that hath bound his Daltox up m 
Buft, and will needs be of the quorum tothe beſt 
I * | Com- 
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| Cortitnariders, he is one'of Afars his Lay-Elders, 


he ſhates in the Government; though a Nori-con- 
formiſt to his bleeding Rubick, he is the like Se. 
Rary in Arms as the Platonick is in loye , keep 2 


flattering in diſcourſe but proves haggard in the 


ation ; he is not of the Souldiers and yet of his 
flock ; it is an Emblem of the golden age (and 
ſuch indeed he makes it) to him} when fo tame 
a Pigeon may commerce with Vulters: Me thinks 
a Committee hanging about a Goyernoiir, and 
Bandiliers dangling about a furd Alderman; haye 
an Anagrame reſemblance, ther's no: Syntax be- 
tween a Cap of niaintenance and a heltmet , 
who eyer knew an Enemy routed by a Grand- 
Jury, and a biUla vera : Itis a left-handed Gar 
riſon where their authority perches, but the more 
repoſterous the more in fafhion , the right-hand: 
tights while the left rules the Reines , the Frurh is 
the Souldier , and the Gentlemen are like Dox- 
Quirchott and Sancho Pancha, one fights at all 
adyentures to pirrchale the other the Goyernment 
of the Ifland, A Committee-man properly 
ſhould be: the Governour's Matroffe to fit his 
truckle, and to new-ſtring him with finnews of 
War for his chief ule, to raiſe aſſeflements in the 
neighbouring; Wapentake. 
The Country-people being like an Triſh Cow, 
that will not give down her milke unlels ſhe ſee 


her 
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ier Calt before her:Hence'it is he is the Garriſons 
dry Nurle, he chews the:r-contribution before he 
feeds them; 1o the popr Souldierf live like: Tre- 
ehila by picking the teeth of this ated: Croco» 
dile. .. E 99s | 
So much for his warlike or ammunition face , 
which is ſo preternatural. that it is rather a vizard 
then a face. Aars inthim hath bur a blinking 
aſpeQ, his face of Arms: is like his Coate partie 
per pale, Souldier and Gentleman much. of a 
icantling. 1 ; 
Now enter his Taxing and deglubing face, a 
ſqueezing look like that of Y/ eſpaſianzs.as it he 
were breeding over a cloſe-ſtoole. Take him thus 
and heis the Inquifition: of the purſe ; an Au- 
thentick Gyplie, that nips your bung with a can- 
ting Ordinance, not a murthered fortune in all the 
Country but bleeds at the rouch of this Male- 
tactor. He is the ſpleen of the body politick that 
{wels it {elf co the Confumption of the whole, at 
at firſt indeed he ferretted for the Parliament , 
but ſince be hath got off his Cope, he ſet up for 
 hiraſelf, he Hiyes upon the ſins of the people, ard 
that's a good ftanding-diſh too . he' verifies the 
Axiom Eiſdem nutriter ex qurbus componiter, 
his dyet it fuitzble to his conſtitution. I have 
wondered often why the plundered Country men 
ſhould repair to him for ſuccor, certainly it is ri 
cr 
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der the ſame notion as one wheſepock#s are picker. 


goes to Mol-Cutpurſe as the predominant in; 
gets. a noble * 


that faculty. 

He out-dives a Dutch-man , 
him that was neyer worth fix pence, for the 
eſt eſcape not, þut Dutch-like he will be oo 
ing even in the. drieft ground, he Aliens a De- 
linquents Eſtate with as little remorſe as his other 
holineſs gives away an Hereticks Kingdome, and 
for the truth of the Delinquency, both Chapmen 
have as litthe ſhare of Infallability. Lye is the 
Grand Sallad of Arbitrary Government, Exe- 
cutor to the Star-Chamber, and High-Commil. 
fon ; for thoſe Courts are not extinQ, they ſuryive 
in him like Dollary changed i into ſingle moneys. 
To ipeak the truth he's the univertal tribunal : For 
fince theſe times all caules fall co his Cognizance, 
as in a great inteCtion all diſcaſes oft turn to the 
Plague. lt concerns our Maſters the Parliament 


to look about them , if he proceeds at: this rate, 


the Jack may ccmeto {allow the Pike ; as the 
Intereſt often eats out the Principal. ' As his 
commands are great ſo he looks for.a reyerence 
accordingly. He is very punctualin exaQtino g your 
hat, and to fay rizht,it is his due; but by the ſame 
ticle.as the upper garment is the vails of he Cxecl 
tioners, There was a time when ſuch cattle would 
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> in office; ur the old Poyerb were renewed, 
that beggers make a free Company, and thoſe 
their Wardens. You may fee what it. is t© hane 

| together, lbok upon them feverally, and you can- 
not but fimble for ſoitie thrids of chatity ; But 
oh they are Tirmasgants in conjunCtion ! Kke Fid- 
ſers who are rogues when they go ſingle ; and joy- 
ned in conſort, gcntlemen” Muſitioners. I care 
net much if I untwilt my Committee-man; aid 
ſo give him the receipt of this grand Catholican. 
Take a State M-rtyr , one that for his good be- 
haviour hath paid the excile of his cars; fo ſuffered 
Captivity by the Land-Piracy of Ship-money; 
next a Primitive freeholder , One that hares the 
King, becauſe he is a Gentleman tranſgrefling the 
Magna Charta of delving Adanz. Adde to 
thele a mortified Bankerupt that helps out his 
falſe Weights with ſome ſcruples of Conſcience, 
and with his peremptory ſcales can doome his 
Prince with a /Aexe tecall. Thele with a new 
blew-ſ{tocking'd Juſtice lately made cf a good 
basket-hilted Yeoman , with a ;ſhort-handed 
Clerk tack't to the Reare of him to carry the 
Knapſack of his underſtanding , together with 

twoor three Equiyocal Sirs, whoſe Religion like 
their Gentility is the Extract of their Acres, being 
therefore fpiritual, becauſe they are earthly; not 
forgetting the man of the Law, whoſe corruption 
gives 
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- the fimples of this pretious Componpyd, a kinde of 


Dutch hotch-potch , the Hogan Mogan Com- 
.mittee-man. 

A Commirtee-man hath a Side-man, or rather 
a ſetter height, a Sequeltr-tor.; of whom you 
may ſay; 2s of che great Sultans hore, Where he 
treads the grais growes. no more. He is the States 
Cormoraxrt, cre that þ{hes for the Pablique, bur 
feeds himſelf, tne miſery is, he fiſhes without the 
Cormorants property, a rope to lirengthen the 
gullet, aud ro make him _diſgorge. A. Sequeſtra- 
tor | Heis the Devils Nuthooke, che figne with 
him is alwaiesn the clutches. Ther 's more Mon- 
ſters retaine to him, then to 9il the limbs in Anata- 
mie. *Tis ſtrange Phyſicians do not apply him 
to the foles of the feet in a defparate Feaver, 
he draws. far beyond Pigeons : 1 hope {ome 
Mountebank will ſlice him, and make the Expe- 
rument. He is a Tooth-drawer. once remoyed , 
here's all the difference. one applauds the Grinder, 
and the other the Griſt. Never till now.could I 


veritie the Poets deſcription , that the ravenous 


Harpie had a humane viiage. Death it {elle cannor 
quit ſcores with him. Like the Demoniack in the 


Goſpel he lives among Tombes,nor is all the holy- * 


water ſhed by Widdows and Orphans 2 ſuffici- 
eat Exorciſin to diſpoſſels him. Thus the Cat lucks 
your 
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. the moiftlute which he {oake 
. elſe-he meers his paſſing peale in the clamorous 


point, his miſchief's ſu 
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our breat! Fiead your blosd; Nor&an 
che Brotherhood of /Witchfinders fo fagely infti- 


-tuted withall their terrour, wean the Familiats. 


But once more to fingle out my imboſt Com- 


-mittee-man, his Fate (for I know you would fain 


ſee an end of him ) is either a whipping Audi, 
when heis wrung in the withets by a Committee 
of Examinations ; and fothe ſpunge weeps out 
before : Or 


mutiny of a pur-foundred Garriſon , For the 
Hedge-ſparrow will be feeding the Cuckow, till 
he miſtakes his Commons and bite off her head. 
Whatever *tis, it is within his deſert : for what is 


obſerved of. ſome Creatures, that at the ſame time 
they trade in produQtions three tories high, ſuck» 


ling the firſt, bis with the ſecond, and cliketing 
for the rhird - A Committee-man is the Counter- 
ation, a certain ſcale 


of deftruftion ; For he ruines the Father, beg- 


 gars the Son, and ſtrangles rhe hopes cf all po- 


Rey. 


FINIS. 
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